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Season’s Greetings 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 


Kr Ricuarps, an inexperienced secre- 
lary 

Jerr TYLer, an ambitious art student 

Mr. Tyer, Jeff’s uncle, a Christmas 
card artist 

Mrs. DELANEY : 

Mrs. ar — 

Mr. CANFIELD, a greeting card agent 

Jim, the elevator boy 

Frep) 

JOE 

Bu } 

Denivery Boy 

Time: The day before Christmas. 

Sertine: The living room studio of 
Joshua Tyler, furnished in modern- 
istic style. An easel, center back, 
displays a large, gaudy, extreme cu- 
hist design, and a weird modernistic 
sculpture stands on desk downstage 
left, next to which stands a typing 
table. 

Ar Rise: Kim Ricuarps is typing, 
scrutinizing her notes from time to 


the brass trio 


time. The telephone on the desk rings. 
Kim (At phone): Mr. Tyler’s studio. 
No, Mr. Tyler is not in. I’m expect- 
ing him shortly. You’re what? Oh, 
you’re calling about the ad in the 
morning paper. That’s splendid! 
Mr. Tyler will be . . . (In a lone of 
disbelief) What? What did you say? 
There must be some mistake. (Coldly) 
I’m afraid I haven’t the slightest idea 
what you’re talking about. (Pause) 
You may call again if you like, but I 
know Mr. Tyler will not be inter- 
ested. I’m sorry. Thank you. Good- 
bye. (Hangs up) Of all the crazy 
people in the world. (Enter Jury 
TyYLer bearing a large poinsettia.) 
Jerr (Bright and breezy): Hi-ya, 
Beautiful! Where shall I put this? 
Kim: Right here on the desk. What a 
beauty! Is it for Mr. Tyler? 


Jerr: It is. The elevator boy asked me 


to bring it in with me. Hope the old 
boy appreciates it. Looks expensive. 
Kru: I hope so, too. But he seems to 
hate all kinds of Christmas decora- 








tions. Won’t have them around! 
Not even a sprig of holly! 

Jery: He doesn’t need any decora- 
tions, not with such a beautiful 
secretary. Which reminds me... 
how come you’re here chained to 
that typewriter the day before 
Christmas? 

Kim: ’Cause I’m a working girl, and 
the minute my boss gets back, we’re 
going to tackle a pile of corres- 
pondence this high. (Gestures) Your 
uncle’s a busy man, Mr. Jeff. 

Jerry: What’s the idea of that Mister 
Jeff routine? Did we, or did we not, 
grow up in the same block? 

Kim: We did, but now that I am your 
uncle’s secretary, I should show you 
more respect. 

Jerr: Respect? I can’t remember much 
respect between us when I dipped 
your pigtails in the inkwell, back in 
fifth grade. 

Kim (Laughing): That was a long time 
ago. 

Jerr: It sure was. And you've passed 
from pigtail to ponytail with flying 
colors. That hairdo’s very becom- 
ing, I might add. Though it would 
look better with a spray of mistletoe 
over one ear. 

Kim: Don’t bother. And now, if you'll 
excuse me... (Slarts to type) 

Jerr: Come off it, Kim. Even if Uncle 
Josh is your boss, I’m still not above 
pulling your hair or chasing you 
around the block with a dead mouse! 

Kim: You’d catch it from your uncle if 
you tried any tricks like that today. 

Jerr: I caught it then. But it didn’t 
seem to do any good. I went right 
on pursuing you. Only now, instead 
of a mouse, I could chase you with 


orchids, and boxes of candy, and 
bottles of perfume, and theatre 
tickets, and — 

Km: Jeff Tyler, you behave yourself! 
And get out of here before your 
uncle comes back. I don’t want him 
to think I’m wasting my time, when 
I should be on the job. I have pages 
and pages of shorthand notes to 
type. 

Jerr: Shorthand? What does a pretty 
girl like you need to know about all 
those little pothooks and curlicues? 

Kim: She needs to know plenty, if she 
wants to be a good secretary. And 
that’s what I want to be, Jeff. I 
know your uncle hired me just be- 
cause he knew my parents and felt 
sorry for me because I needed a job. 
But I’m determined to make good. 

Jurr: Well, don’t be so grim about it. 
You'll do all right. After all, Uncle 
Josh doesn’t expect perfection. 

Kim: Oh, but Jeff, he does. Or, at least, 
it seems to me that he does. You 
see, I’m not really very good. I’m 
slow, and I make mistakes; and 
sometimes, this old shorthand nearly 
drives me crazy. And, then, he goes 
so fast in dictation and uses so many 
words we never had in school, I can’t 
keep up with him. 

Jerr: Why don’t you tell him to slow 
down, and ask him to spell the words 
you don’t know? 

Kim: It’s easy to see you’ve never tried 
being a secretary! And you just 
don’t know your uncle! 

Jerr: What do you mean I don’t know 
my uncle? I’ve been in and out of 
his house for seventeen years, haven’t 
I? He’s almost like my second father. 

Km: But you’ve never worked for 








him! Honestly, he can be so sar- 
castic when you make a mistake! It 
just sends goose bumps all down my 
spine. Then I get so tied up in knots, 
I make more mistakes than ever. 

Jerr: You sound as if you need a holi- 
day. And this is the season. Why 
don’t you take the day off? 

Kim: I did leave early yesterday after- 
noon, and when I said something 
about today, he just gave me one of 
his iceberg looks, and said... . 

Jerr: Now don’t tell me he said, “Bah! 
Humbug!” and pulled the Old 
Scrooge act on you! 

Kim: Not quite that bad. But he gave 
me to understand it was to be busi- 
ness as usual. 

Jerr: Uncle Josh wasn’t always like 
this, Kim. He used to be a lot of fun. 
It’s this Christmas card business 
that’s getting him down. 

Kru: But why should it? It must be 
wonderful to design Christmas cards. 
Think of the pleasure they give 
people. 

Jerr: That’s not the way Uncle Josh 
looks at it. He says Christmas cards 
are just a racket. You see, he wanted 
to be a serious artist, a portrait 
painter. Well, he never seemed to 
make the grade, and finally, he 
settled for this. I know he hates it. 

Kim: But he shouldn’t. Nothing is ap- 
preciated more than a_ beautiful 
Christmas card. 

Jerr: 1 know. But he says they’re just 
a commercial scheme to bring in 
money instead of good will. Besides 
that, he’s running out of ideas. 

Kim: Maybe that’s why he’s turning 
out stuff like that. (Indicating easel) 
He seems to go in for all these ab- 


stract designs. They don’t seem to 
be a bit Christmasy to me. 

Jerr: Me either. Personally, I just 
don’t get it. 

Kim: Neither does Mr. Canfield, his 
agent. At least that’s what he said 
when he was here last week to look 
over the new sketches. He said that 
one (Pointing to easel) should say 
“Jolly Nightmare” instead of ‘Merry 
Christmas.” He’s coming back to- 
day to see if your uncle has turned 
out anything new. 

Jerr: Yes, I know. That’s one reason 
I popped in. I wanted to show him 
this. (Places his own drawing on 
easel) 

Kim: Oh, Jeff, that’s terrific! It makes 
you feel good just to look at it. 

Jerr: I hope it makes Mr. Canfield feel 
the same way. It sure didn’t have 
that effect on Uncle Josh. 

Kim: Didn’t he like it? 

Jerr: Like it? He called it a warning 
to termites! He said it was all he 
needed to convince him he’d be 
wasting his time to send me to art 
school. 

Kira: Oh, Jeff! What a shame! 

Jerr: Never mind! I'll get there — 
uncle or no uncle! That’s why I[ 
want to see Mr. Canfield. He’s chair- 
man of one of the scholarship com- 
mittees. When Uncle Josh said he 
might drop in this morning, I made 
up my mind to be Jeffrey on the 
spot! Where is Uncle Josh anyway? 

Km: Out scouring the town for a lost 
picture. 

Jerr: How could he possibly lose a 
picture? 

Km: When Mr. Canfield was here last 
week, he tried to get your uncle in- 











terested in doing some old English 
Christmas scenes. He brought along 
part of his collection for inspiration, 
and poor Mr. Tyler has managed to 
lose one. 

Jerr (With a whistle): Canfield will be 
burned up! Those prints are valu- 
able! 

Kru: Mr. Tyler is plenty upset. He 
had it in an envelope he was taking 
to the Art League. He’s advertised, 
but so far, no results. 

Jerr: Boy, oh boy! I can see this isn’t 
going to be a merry Christmas for 
Uncle Josh. No wonder he’s lost his 
Christmas spirit. 

Kim (Laughing): You know that’s 
funny! 

Jerr: What’s funny? 

Km: What you just said about your 
uncle losing his Christmas spirit. 
That’s what the phone call was 
about. 

Jerr: What phone call? 


Kim: The one right before you came in. 
Some man kept insisting your uncle 
should drop in at the Fifty-Six Sup- 
per Club tonight and they’d guar- 
antee him he’d find his lost Christ- 
mas spirit. 

Jerr: How crazy can these advertisers 
get! 

Kim (With a puzzled frown): Yes, it 
sure was crazy ...and yet... oh my 
goodness! Jeff! Quick! My steno 
pad! (Leafs madly through her note- 
book) Oh, no! No! It can’t be! It 
isn’t possible! 

Jerr: What’s the matter, Kim? You’re 
white as a ghost! You’re not going 
to faint, are you? 

Kru: Faint? Oh, if I only could! Jeff, 


I have to get out of here before your 
uncle comes back. 

Jerr: It’s too late. Pull yourself to- 
gether. Here he comes. (Covers his 
own painting with original cubist 
painting on easel) 

Kim: Oh, dear! What will I do? (Mr. 
TyLer backs into the room arguing 
with a De.ivery Boy who is carry- 
ing a Christmas tree. Mr. TyYLer 
wears overcoat and carries a large 
envelope.) 

Mr. Tyuer: I tell you you can’t bring 
that thing in here. It’s not for me. 
De.tvery Boy: Your name’s Tyler, 
isn’t it? And this is Number 9, 

Mayfair Apartments, isn’t it? 

Mr. Tyuer: Yes, but... 

Detivery Boy: Then it’s for you, all 
right. Where do you want me to 
put it? 

Mr. Tyver: I want you to put it back 
where you got it. Is that clear? 

De.tvery Boy: But I can’t do that, 
sir. Tony wouldn’t like it. 

Mr. Tyier: Tony? Who’s Tony? 

Deuivery Boy: Tony Tonelli, down 
on the corner. You buy your oranges 
from Tony. He thinks you’re a 
swell guy. The tree’s from him. 

Mr. Tyuer: That’s very good of him. 
But just the same I did not order a 
Christmas tree from Tony or any- 
body else. 

Detivery Boy: Who said anything 
about order? The tree is a present 
from Tony. You don’t have to pay. 
He sent it on account of your ad! 

Kim: Oh, no! (70 Jerr) I must get out 
of here. (Jerr slops her.) 

Mr. Tyter: My ad? What ad? I 
certainly didn’t advertise for a 
Christmas tree. 








Deuivery Boy: No, no. I mean your 


ad in the Lost and Found section. _ 


Tony says to tell you he knows just 
how you feel, and maybe the tree 
will help. 

Mr. Tyuer: I don’t understand. How 
could a tree possibly help? 

De.ivery Boy: Oh, I don’t know ex- 
actly. But, well, it’s a funny thing 
about Christmas trees. They kind of 
get you! Maybe when you start put- 
ting it up and trimming it and every- 
thing, well, maybe you'll find what 
you lost. 

Mr. Tyuer: But I did find what I lost. 
I have it right here! It wasn’t lost 
after all. I had merely left it in the 
Library. 

De.ivery Boy: Good! I’ll tell Tony. 
And in the meantime, have a merry 
Christmas. (zits) 

Mr. Tyrer: Of all the confounded 
lunatics! Jeff, get this thing out of 
here in a hurry. (Briskly takes off 
coat, puts it on chair.) 

Jerr: But Uncle Josh .. . 

Mr. Tyier: You heard what I said. 
Now get busy. Wait a minute. You 
can take that monstrosity with you. 
(Points to poinsettia) Where did it 
come from? 

Jerr: The elevator boy asked me to 
bring it in when I came up. 

Kim: There’s a card, sir. Shall I open 
it? 

Mr. Tyrer: By all means. 

Kim (Opens card and reads it): “Maybe 
this will help restore your lost 
Christmas spirit. A Friend.” 

Mr. Trier (Roaring): My what? 
What’s that about my lost Christ- 
mas spirit? Read that again. 

Km (In a faint voice): “Maybe this 








will help restore your lost Christmas 
spirit. A Friend.” 

Mr. Tyter: What is this? Some sort 
of joke? What’s going on here? Jeff 
Tyler, do you know anything about 
this? 

Jerr: Who? Me? Look here, Uncle 
Josh. I just came in a few minutes 
ago. Ask Kim. I didn’t even know 
you’d lost anthing till Kim told me. 
(Phone rings and Mr. TYLER seizes 
it.) 

Mr. Tyuer: Yes. Yes, this is Joshua 
Tyler speaking. What? No, I’ve 
certainly no intention of spending 
my Christmas Eve at the Fifty-Six 

Supper Club! What’s that? It will 
what? Bring back my lost Christmas 
spirit? What in blazes are you talk- 
ing about? My ad? What ad? In 
the morning paper! No, I certainly 
have not seen it, but you may rest 
assured I’l] have a look at it as soon 
as I hang up this phone. Good-bye. 
(Hangs up) Kim, get me the morn- 
ing paper. 

Km: Yes, sir. (As she gels paper, a 
knock at the door is heard. Jerr opens 
it. Mrs. DELANEY enters.) 

Mrs. Detaney: Oh, Mr. Tyler. I’m 
so glad you’re in. (Apologetically) 
Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t know you 
had a visitor. 

Mr. Ty.er: That’s quite all right, 
Mrs. Delaney. This is my nephew, 
Jeff. And, of course, you know my 
secretary, Kim. Jeff, this is Mrs. 
Delaney. She’s my neighbor across 
the hall. 

Mrs. Deanery: And that's just why 
I’ve come, Mr. Tyler. Because I am 
your neighbor. You know, I just 
said to Ed the other evening, we're 














all so busy and rush around doing so 
many things that we just don’t take 
the time to be neighborly any more. 
And do you know what Ed said to 
me, Mr. Tyler? (Mr. Tyier shakes 
his head.) Ed said, “Kitty, you’re 
right, absolutely right.” And then 
I said, “Now take Mr. Tyler—lives 
right across the hall, and he’s never 
once been inside our apartment.” 
And then this morning when I saw 
your ad... (Gets handkerchief from 
pocket) Well, I was just so touched 
that I said to Ed, “Well, you just 
never know what heartbreak and 
loneliness go on right under your 
nose, do you?” And do you know 
what Ed said, Mr. Tyler? (Mr. 
TYLER is speechless.) Ed said, “Kitty, 
you go right over there to Mr. Ty- 
ler’s apartment after you’ve washed 
the dishes and invite him over here 
for Christmas Eve. And don’t take 
no for an answer!’ That’s just ex- 
actly what Ed said, Mr. Tyler, and 
I want you to know that we’d both 
be terribly happy if you’d come. 
Nothing fancy, just the family .. . 
but, well . . . we have all our decora- 
tions up and if I do say so myself, 
the apartment looks beautiful. How 
about it, Mr. Tyler? 

Mr. Tyier:1... er, I certainly appre- 
ciate your invitation, Mrs. Delaney, 
but... well... I really have another 
engagement. 

Mrs. Detaney: Oh, dear! Can’t you 
possibly come? Ed will be so dis- 
appointed. 

Mr. Tyver: I’m afraid I can’t make it 
tonight, Mrs. Delaney . . . 

Mrs. Devaney: Then how about to- 
morrow? Couldn’t you have your 
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Christmas dinner with us, Mr. Tyler? 

Jerr: My uncle has a standing invita- 
tion for Christmas dinner at our 
house, Mrs. Delaney. 

Mrs. Detaney: Oh! (Brightly) Well, 
perhaps you'll find time to drop in 
during the holidays. You know Ed 
and I are great admirers of yours, 
Mr. Tyler. Every time we get one 
of your cards, Ed frames it and hangs 
it in his den. There’s one thing that 
made us laugh at your ad, Mr. 
Tyler. 

Mr. Ty.ter: What was that? 

Mrs. Deanery: All that modesty! 
Referring to yourself as an “un- 
known artist’! I just said to Ed, 
“Tmagine that, Ed! Mr. Tyler — 
an unknown artist!’ And Ed said to 
me ... Know what he said, Mr. 
Tyler? Ed said, “Any time Mr. 
Tyler’s an unknown artist, so is 
Leonardo da Vinci!” 

Mr. Trier (With a forced smile): 
That’s a real compliment. 

Mrs. Detaney: Well, so long, Mr. 
Tyler and a merry Christmas to 
you. (Glancing at Kim and Jerr) 
With these young people around, I 
bet you'll have your Christmas 
spirit back in no time. (zit Mrs. 
DELANEY.) 

Mr. Tyver: And now I think we’ve 
had just about enough of this! Kim, 
the paper, if you please! 

Kim (Who has been looking through 
paper during Mrs. DeLaANey’s visit): 
Oh, Mr. Tyler! It’s worse than I 
thought! It’s . . . it’s really terrible! 

Jerr (Looking over her shoulder): Noth- 
ing could be that bad, Kim. Where 
is it? Let me see. 

Mr. Trier (Taking paper): I'll do 











the looking. After all, this is my 
advertisement. Now, where is it? 

Kim (Weakly): The third from the 
bottom. 

Mr. Tyier: Great Caesar’s ghost! 
(Reading) “Lost: Old-fashioned 
Christmas spirit by unknown artist. 
Finder please return to Joshua 
Tyler, 9 Mayfair Apartments. Liberal 
reward.” By Jove! I’ll sue them! 
No newspaper can make a laughing 
stock of me! Kim, get me the Daily 
Herald. Ask for the Managing 
Editor. 

Kim: But, Mr. Tyler! Please! It’s not 
the newspaper’s fault! 

Mr. Tyter: Not the newspaper’s 
fault? Of course, it’s their fault. 
Kim: No, sir. It’s not their mistake. 

It’s mine. 

Jerr: Are you sure, Kim? 

Kim: Yes, I’m sure. It’s my wretched 
shorthand. (Getting steno pad) Look! 
Here are my notes. See. I meant to 
write: Lost: Old-fashioned Christ- 
mas print by unknown artist. In- 
stead ... see... right here’s the 
mistake. 

Jerr: Gee whiz! 
look alike to me. 

Kim: But they’re all different. Oh, 
Mr. Tyler, if only I had typed up 
my own notes, I would have caught 
it. But I left early yesterday and 
gave them to Jeannie at the main 
desk. She typed exactly what I have 
here. I can’t explain it, except ... 
well, I guess my mind was on Christ- 
mas instead of on my work. 

Mr. Tywer: It’s incredible! Simply 
incredible! No one but an imbecile 
could make such a mistake! Kim — 
you're fired! 


Those pothooks all 





Jerr: Uncle Josh! 

Kim (Almost in tears): He’s right, Jeff! 
I am an imbecile! He has every right 
to fire me! Now I’ll never be a 
secretary! Never! No one will ever 
hire me again. 

Jerr: Don’t take it so hard, Kim. 
After all, there are other jobs and 
certainly Uncle Josh will give you 
references. 

Mr. Trier: What sort of references 
could I give a little scatterbrain 
who could get her employer into 
such a mess as this! She’s made me 
a laughing stock, a public joke! Lost 
my Christmas spirit, indeed! 

Jerr: But it’s true, Uncle Josh! You 
have lost it! 

Mr. Tyier: What? 

Jerr: You lost it long ago! Ever since 
you’ve been designing Christmas 
cards you’ve been soured on the 
whole idea. 

Kim: Jeff, there’s no use talking. 

Jerr: But it’s true. Look at this place! 
Not a sprig of holly, not a candle or 
a bit of evergreen until good old 
Tony sent the Christmas tree! For 
years you haven’t done any Christ- 
mas entertaining. You don’t even 
do Christmas shopping .. . you just 
send checks. You turn off the radio 
so you won’t hear the carols. You 
won’t even accept our invitation to 
Christmas dinner. 

Mr. Tyter: You know I must watch 
my diet. 

Jerr: That’s not the real reason. 
You’re just afraid of Christmas. 

Mr. Tyuer: Afraid of Christmas? 

Jerr: Well, what other reason could 
you have for acting like this? You 
don’t even wish your neighbors a 





merry Christmas when you meet 
them in the hall. 

Mr. Trier: And why should I? By 
the time I’ve thought up forty- 
eleven different ways of saying 
“Merry Christmas” and painted 
forty-eleven designs to go with 
them, I don’t feel like saying 
“Merry Christmas” to my own 
grandmother! And as for my neigh- 
bors, they don’t care any more about 
it than I do. 

Jerry: Is that so? What about Tony 
Tonelli and Mrs. Delaney, and — 
and that friend who sent you the 
poinsettia? You’re just sore, Uncle 
Josh! Sore because you’re painting 
Christmas cards instead of land- 
scapes, or portraits or murals or 
something the 
great art with capital letters. Well, 
that’s where you’re wrong, Uncle 
Josh. Your Christmas cards will 
mean just as much to the people of 
this world as any other form of art 
you might have chosen. You'd 
realize that, if you’d only give your- 
self half a chance. 

Mr. Tyuer: Is that so? 

Jerr: Yes, that’s so. You used to 
paint beautiful Christmas cards, the 
kind that people love. 

Mr. Tyver: A lot of sentimental fool- 
ishness! 

Jerr (Indicating easel): And I suppose 
this isn’t foolishness? Uncle Jeff, I 
think you ought to thank Kim for 
making her mistake. You really 
have lost your Christmas spirit, and 
that’s a terrible thing to happen to 
anybody, whether he’s an artist or 
a cobbler. (A knock at the door is 
heard.) 


world would call 


Km: I'll get it. (Opens door. Enter 
Mrs. Martinka, a frail old lady 
carrying a small parcel.) Oh, hello, 
Mrs. Martinka. Can I do something 
for you? 

Mrs. Martinka: Mr. Tyler? Is he at 
home? Can I please to see him? 
Kim (Doubtfully): Well, yes, he’s here, 

Mrs. Martinka, but .. . 

Mrs. Martinka (Catching sight of Mr. 
Tyter): Oh, there he is. I must see 
him. I will take only a little of his 
time. (Jo Mr. Tyier) Excuse, 
please, Mr. Tyler. I read your ad by 
the morning paper. So sad it was! 
I just had to come. 

Mr. Tyuer: Please, Mrs. Martinka.. . 
it was a mistake. 

Mrs. Marrinka: Yes, yes, a big mis- 
take to lose Christmas spirit. I 
know. Since last year I know. In 
hospital I was. Thought I had no 
friend in the world. And then they 
begin to come. Friends, neighbors, 
the good people in this apartment 
house. They give me Christmas 
card shower. It rain. It pour. 
Christmas cards all over my bed. 
Nurses pin them on wall. And 
yours, Mr. Tyler, all those little 
angels. So beautiful! So sweet! 
They make me feel better just to 
look at them. I keep every one in 
big scrapbook! 

Mr. Tyter: That was nice of you, 
very nice, Mrs. Martinka, but... 
Mrs. Martrnxa: So when I read your 
advertisement I understand. You 
too lose Christmas spirit. So maybe 
I bring it back to you. (Extending 
parcel) In Poland, where I come 
from, it is custom to exchange 

Oplatki with our friends. 

















Oruers: Oplatki? 

Mrs. Martinka: Oplatki is small 
wafer. See, just big enough for en- 
velope. Same size as greeting card. 
Only we do not write on them. We 
eat them. We break them and share 
them with our friends on Christmas 
Eve. I bring you Oplatki, Mr. Tyler. 
Share it with your loved ones. It 
will bring back your Christmas 
spirit . . . just like greeting cards 
bring back mine. You try? 

Mr. Tyter: Very well, Mrs. Mar- 
tinka. I'll try. And thank you. 
Thank you very much. (As Mrs. 
MartinKka ts about to exit, there is a 
fanfare of horns and a brass trio 
strikes up “It Came Upon a Mid- 
night Clear.” When they reach the 
third phrase, Mr. TyLer speaks.) 
Jeff! Jeff! Make them stop that 
racket. Tell them to move on. 

Jerr: I’ll try, sir. (As Jerr goes to door, 
Frep, Joz and Buu, the brass trio, 
enter. Mrs. MARTINKA exits.) 

Mr. Tyuier: Kim, don’t just stand 
there. Get rid of those banshees at 
once. 

Frep: Merry Christmas, Mr. Tyler. 

Joe: Excuse us, Mr. Tyler. We didn’t 
know you had company. We just 
came about your ad. 

Biiu (Who has an extra trumpet tucked 
under his arm): I guess you don’t 
know me, Mr. Tyler. I’m Bill 
Adams from the third floor. Mom 
and Dad got to talking about your 
ad this morning. You know, the 
one about losing your Christmas 
spirit, and, well, Fred and Joe and I 
got to thinking maybe we could do 
something about it. 

Kim: Oh, really, boys, that was nice of 


you, but, there’s really nothing to 
do. You see... 

Bru: Sure, there’s something we can 
do and we’re here to do it. You see, 
Mr. Tyler, we always play in the 
courtyard here at the apartment on 
Christmas Eve and then we go out 
into the neighborhood. Always be- 
fore we’ve had a quartet but this 
year, Dan Green moved away, and 
so we're short a trumpet player. 
Dad thought that maybe .. . well 
... there’s nothing to boost a guy’s 
Christmas spirit like Christmas 
carols. 

Mr. Tyier: Who did you say you are, 
young man? 

Bru: Bill Adams. My Dad’s name is 
Punky Adams. Used to go to high 
school with you. That’s how he 
knows you can play a trumpet. He 
says you used to be a real hot jive 
man. 

Mr. Tyter: Punky Adams? You 
mean Punky Adams lives right here 
in this apartment house? 

Bru: Sure. He and Mom often wanted 
to come down and call, but, well, I 
guess they’re sort of on the timid 
side when it comes to celebrities. 

Mr. Trier: Celebrity? Who's a 
celebrity? 

Britt: Why, gee whiz, you are, Mr. 
Tyler. You're a real artist. Mom 
and Dad have a whole collection of 
your Christmas cards. They’re real 
fans of yours. 

Joe: How about it, Mr. Tyler? We’re 
going down to the furnace room for a 
rehearsal. Want to come along? 

Jerr: Go ahead. I dare you, Uncle 
Josh. 

Mr. Tyier (Reaching for trumpet): I 











haven’t played a trumpet for years. 

Frep: Once a trumpeter, always a 
trumpeter, Mr. Tyler. 

Jor: Let’s have a chord, Bill. (The 
three boys play the opening chord of a 
carol; Mr. Tyier joins in, a little 
sour, but loud.) 

Bri: Not bad, Mr. Tyler. Now let’s 
hit it again. (On the second chord, 
Mr. CANFIELD enters, wearing hat 
and coal, carrying a brief case.) 

Mx. Canrie.p: Well, well, well! Bless 
my soul, Tyler! What’s going on 
here? 

Kim: Oh, Mr. Canfield, let me take 
your coat and hat. (He removes and 
gives Kim overcoat and hat.) 

Mr. Tyver: Oh, hello, Canfield. You 
know Kim, and my nephew, Jeff. 
These are some of the boys who live 
here in the house. 

Biti: We just dropped in to ask Mr. 
Tyler to play trumpet in our Christ- 
mas quartet. 

Mr. Canrieip: Well, I didn’t know 
you were a musician, Tyler, as well 
as an artist. 

Bru: We'll be shovin’ off, Mr. Tyler. 
But that trumpet will be waiting 
for you. 

Mr. Tyter: Thank you, boys. I'll 
I’ll think it over. (zit Frep and 
JOX.) 

Brit: We'll just leave the trumpet 
here in case you want to warm up a 
bit. (Leaves trumpet and exits) 

Kim: And now, if you’ll excuse me, Mr. 
Tyler, I’ll get my things. (Kim turns 
to exit; Jur tries to slop her.) 

Jerr: No, Kim — wait! (Km shakes 
her head, gestures Jerr toward Mr. 
CANFIELD, and hurries offstage. Jerr 
hesitates a moment, as tf about to fol- 


10 


low her, then turns to listen to Mr. 
CANFIELD.) 

Mr. CanrieLp (Surveying room): Well, 
Tyler, this place looks a bit more like 
Christmas than it did the other day, 
when I was here. I’m glad to see 
you at least broke down and got a 
tree. Maybe there’s hope for you 
yet. 

Mr. Tyiter: And what do you mean 
by that? 

Mr. Canrte._p: Just what I said. I 
don’t mind telling you, my friend, 
unless you get rid of some of these 
freakish ideas and get closer to 
Christmas, you’re through. Do you 
have anything else to show me beside 
this unlikely daub? (Gestures toward 
easel) 

Mr. Tyrer: I told you the other day, 
Canfield. This is my new line. I’m 
sorry if you don’t like it. 

Mr. Canrietp: What about that old 
English idea? Didn’t you get any 
inspiration from those prints I gave 
you? 

Mr. Tyer: Inspiration. Humph! I 
got nothing but trouble from those 
prints, Canfield, nothing but trouble. 
In fact, one of them cost me my 
secretary. 

Mr. Canrietp: What do you mean? 
(He idly picks up painting on easel, 
thereby revealing Jurr’s Christmas 
picture.) 

Mr. Ty er: It’s a long story, most of 
which is too incredible to believe, 
but — 

Mr. CanrFietp (With a whistle of sur- 
prise): Say, what's this? Now here’s 
something like it! Old man, you’ve 
been holding out on me. Now this is 
more like your old style. 











Jerr: Do you really like it, sir? 

Mr. CANFIELD: Like it? Why, this is 
the real thing. It carries an honest- 
to-goodness message of Christmas 
that people will recognize the minute 
they see it. (Clapping TyLeR on 
back) Congratulations, Josh. You’re 
getting back in the groove. 

Mr. Tyrer: Sorry, Dick. But it’s the 
wrong groove. That’s not my design. 
The artist is a younger man. 

Jerr: Golly, Uncle Josh! Please don’t 
be sore. I know you don’t like this 
sort of thing any more, but I wanted 
Mr. Canfield to see it. 

Mr. CanFie._D: This boy has talent, 
Josh. He should be in art school. 
Mr. Tyier: I know it, and that’s 

where I want to send him, but... 

Jerr: Gee, Uncle Josh, listen to what 
you’re saying! You just said you 
really want to send me to art school. 

Mr. Tyver: Of course I do. But when 
I see you doing stuff like this, I get 
scared. I’m afraid you’ll turn out 
like me. 

Mr. CanrieLp: And what’s so bad 
about that? Josh Tyler is only one 
of the most outstanding Christmas 
card designers in the country. (Kim 
enters with coat, hat, suit-box and 
brief case.) 

Mr. Trier: So what? Can’t you un- 
derstand, Canfield? I wanted to do 
serious painting. I wanted to paint 
something real and enduring .. . 
something that mattered. I started 
doing Christmas cards to make 
money. Now I’m stuck with them. 
I’ll never paint anything except 
these silly greeting cards that are 
here today and gone tomorrow. 

Kim: But that’s where you’re wrong, 
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Mr. Tyler. There’s nothing silly 
about Christmas greetings, and 
they’re not here today and gone to- 
morrow. The people love and re- 
member them. Oh, I know I’m just 
a stupid high school girl who can’t 
even do shorthand, but I know that 
much. 

Jerr: Do you need a brick wall to fall 
on you, Uncle Jeff, after all that’s 
happened here today? 

Mr. Tyrer: Maybe I’ve been a stupid 
idiot, Jeff. That Mrs. Martinka and 
the others . . . the cards did mean 
something to them. 

Km: And to millions of others, Mr. 
Tyler. Believe me. I know. This 
afternoon and yesterday, I wanted 
time off. Do you know why? 

Mr. Tyier: Well. . . er, Christmas 
shopping, I suppose. 

Kim: No, Mr. Tyler. I’ve been helping 
with the Christmas party at the 
Children’s Hospital. If you want to 
know how much your cards really 
mean, you should go down there and 
see the children. They watch for 
every mail. 

Mr. Ty.er: You know, Kim, maybe I 
shouldn’t have fired you after all. 
You may not be much on shorthand, 
but you’re great on spirit. 

Kru: Oh, Mr. Tyler, would you give 
me another chance? 

Mr. Tyuer: I should ask you to give 
me another chance, Kim. Some- 
thing tells me I’ve been a pretty 
crummy employer. 

Jerr: Gee, Kim. He means it! Unpack 
your things and stay a while. (He 
makes a grab for the suit-boz, the string 
breaks and out falls a Santa Claus 
suit with mask.) 

















Mr. Tyter and Mr. Canrieip (As 
they pick up the pieces): What's this? 

Kr: Oh, dear! I knew that string 
wouldn’t hold! It’s the Santa Claus 
suit for the Children’s party. 

Mr. Trier: Who’s going to wear it? 

Kim: One of the internes usually takes 
the part. 

Mr. Trier (Trying on coat): Do you 
think I have the figure for the job? 

Mr. Canrie.p: A bit on the skinny 
side, I should say. 

Jerr: Not bad, Uncle Josh, not bad at 
all! 

Mr. Tyier (Holding up empty pack): 
But this pack is in a sad state of 
emptiness. Maybe we’d have time 
to fill it up on our way downtown. 
What time is that party, Kim? 

Kim: Not until . . . oh, Mr. Tyler, 
would you really do it? The children 
would love you. 

Mr. Tyier: Kim, I have a feeling I 
know where my lost Christmas spirit 
is at this very minute. If I put on 
this suit and go down to that party 
with you, I believe those children 
could help me find it. Is it a deal? 

Kim: It’s a deal, sir, a wonderful deal! 

Mr. Canrie.p: But, Josh, what about 
our deadline? 

Mr. Tyier: See me next week, old 
man, and if I don’t have the warm- 
est, cheeriest, jolliest set of drawings 
you’ve ever seen, you can hang me 
on your Christmas tree next year. 
(To Kim and Jerr) Now come on, 
you two, let’s get going. (A knock 
at the door is heard, and Jim, the 
elevator boy, enters.) 

Jim: Excuse me, sir. I just heard about 
your trouble . . . losin’ your Christ- 
mas spirit, and al], and I was won- 


derin’ if there’d be anything I could 
do to help. 

Mr. Trier: That’s mighty good of 
you, Jim, but... 

Jm: You see, sir, when I first came 
here, I felt just about the way you 
do now. My Christmas spirit was 
clean down to the last drop. Only 
the folks here in the apartment house 
helped me get it back in no time. 
Yes, sir, they just took me right in. 
That very first year, the cage of my 
elevator was filled with Christmas 
cards. You’d have thought I’d been 
here all my life. Then the next thing 
I knew, they had me puttin’ up a 
tree in the lobby, and hangin’ the 
greens, and fixin’ the lights. . . till, 
well, I just sort of got the idea that 
the whole Christmas depended right 
on me. And you know something? 
That did it. By the time I got done 
making Christmas for everybody 
else, my own Christmas spirit was 
right back where it belonged and it’s 
stayed there ever since. So, well, sir, 
when I heard about you, I thought 
maybe I could help you find yours, 
same as I found mine. 

Mr. Tyter: What do you have in 
mind, Jim? 

Jim: Well, sir, that tree down in the 
lobby is a puny lookin’ sight this 
year. The ladies have been so busy 
fussin’ over the color scheme, they 
plumb got it schemed all out of 
kilter. I thought maybe — you 
bein’ an artist and all — you might 
take a look at it, and see what could 
be done. 

Mr. Tyver: I’ll do just that, Jim, if 
you think the ladies would take my 
advice. 











Jim: Oh, they’ll take your advice sure 
enough, sir. And that sure will be a 
relief off of my mind. 

Mr. Tyter: Glad to help out, Jim, 
and now there’s something else you 
can do for me. 

Jm: Anything at all, sir. 

Mr. Tyuer: I'd like you to post a 
notice on the bulletin board. Kim, 
get your shorthand pad. 

Kim: Right away, sir. 

Jerr: You’d better not take any more 
chances, Uncle Josh. Let her write 
it down in longhand. 

Kim: I won’t make any mistakes this 
time, sir. 

Mr. Tyuer: Head it “Lost and Found: 
This is to inform you that the Un- 
known Artist in Apartment 9 has 
found his lost Christmas spirit.” 

Jim: Say, that’s great, Mr. Tyler. 
That’s just great. 

Mr. TyLer (Continuing as Kim writes) : 
“And since so many people in this 
apartment house have helped me 
find it, you all have a claim to the 
reward offered. Therefore, all resi- 
dents are invited to a Christmas 
Party tomorrow night at eight o’- 
clock. Bring the children. Signed: 
Gratefully yours, Joshua Tyler.” 

Jerr: Gee, that’s wonderful, Uncle 
Josh. 


Kim (Giving note to Jim): Here you are, 
Jim. 

Jim: I’ll post this right away, sir. 

Mr. Tyver: And one thing more, Jim, 
if three young gentlemen are still 
using your furnace room as a prac- 
tice hall, tell them I’ll be joining 
them in time for the carols. 

Jim: Boy, oh boy, Mr. Tyler, you 
really did find that Christmas spirit. 

Jerr: Actually, Uncle Josh, I don’t 
think it was lost at all. Just tempo- 
rarily mislaid. 

Mr. Canrte.p: If someone would just 
be kind enough to explain to me 
what all this is about! What’s the 
story on Josh losing his Christmas 
spirit, anyway? 

Mr. Tyrer: It’s too long to tell now, 
old friend. But on the way down- 
town, Kim can write you a memo in 
shorthand. (Picking up trumpet) 
Here we go! All set for a merry 
Christmas! Forward, march! (Mr. 
TyLeR leads off with a Christmas 
tune on the trumpet as the rest follow, 
single file, Jim last. As they are 
about to exit, Jim turns, faces the 
audience and says with a broad grin) 

Jum: That Mr. Tyler man sure has got 
the merriest Christmas spirit ever! 
(Curtain) 

THE END 


(Production Notes on page 14) 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 


Szason’s GREETINGS 


(Play on pages 1-13) 
N EW Characters: 8 male; 3 female. 


Playing Time: 30 minutes. 





K Costumes: se pe | modern dress. Mrs. 
Martinka wears a black dress suitable for an 


@ PRIZE PLAYS for TEEN-AGERS 
by Helen Lovise Miller 


Twenty-four popular one-act plays 
by a prize-winning playwright who 
understands how teen-agers act and 
talk. General comedies as well as 
plays for all important holidays and 
special occasions. Sparkling dia- 
logue and entertaining true-life 
situations. Simple settings and 
everyday costumes make the plays 
easy to stage. 


Junior and Senior High 
(clothbound) 504 pages; $5.00 


@ MELODRAMAS and FARCES 
for YOUNG ACTORS 
by Earl J. Dias 


A dozen old-fashioned melodramas 
and rib-tickling modern farces, com- 
plete with vicious villains, valiant 
heroes, virtuous heroines, hillbilly 
hicks, jungle natives, and other ex- 
citing characters. Witty dialogue 
and hilarious stage business enliven 
these easy-to-produce half-hour 
dramas. Every play a guaranteed 
hit. 

Junior and Senior High 
(clothbound) 270 pages; $4.00 


PLAYS, INC., Publishers 
8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 





old lady. Jim may wear an elevator boy’s 
uniform. Delivery Boy wears soiled white 
apron over old slacks, mackintosh and ear- 
muffs. Mr. Tyler and Mr. Canfield wear 
outdoor clothing when they enter. 


Properties: Typewriter, steno pad, pencils, 


newspaper, coat, hat, brief case, suit box 
containing Santa Claus outfit and mask, 
for Kim; poinsettia, traditional Christmas 
inting, for Jeff; envelope for Mr. Tyler; 
yrief case for Mr. Canfield; small flat 
for Mrs. Martinka; 4 brass instruments for 
brass trio; Christmas tree for Delivery Boy; 
easel, large, very gaudy cubist design, mod- 
ernistic piece of sculpture, telephone, bicycle 
bell for sound of inleshone ringing. 


Setting: The living room studio of Joshua 


Tyler, Christmas card artist. The room is 
furnished in modernistic design. An easel, 
upstage center, displays a large, very gaudy, 
extreme cubist design, and a weird modern- 
istic sculpture stands on desk downstage 
left, next to which stands the typing table. 
One or two decorative mobiles are on dis- 
play. A small sofa stands at right. Small 
tables, chairs, lamps, etc., may be placed 
around the stage. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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EXTRA COPIES 
FOR CLASSROOM USE... 
Many schools order extra subscrip- 
tions to PLAYS for classroom reading. 
Why not make PLAYS available to 
every child in your classes? 
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Merry Christmas, Crawfords! 


by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 


Characters 

Faruer, John Crawford 

Moruer, Alice Crawford 

Myra CRAWFORD, seventeen years old 

Tep CRAWFORD, fifleen years old 

JANET CRAWFORD, twelve years old 

Boppy Crawrorp, eight years old 

EXPRESSMAN 

Britt CoLeman, the electric light man 

Jimmy CoLeMAN, his eight-year-old son 

HELEN CoLeMAN, his wife 

GRACE SAUNDERS, a neighbor 

FRANCES SAUNDERS, her twelve-year- 
old daughter 

LARRY SAUNDERS, her seventeen-year- 
old son 

Mr. Bascom, Father’s boss 

Mrs. BascoLm 

Boys AND GiR1s, Larry’s friends 

Time: Late afternoon, Christmas Lve. 

Serrine: The living room of the Craw- 
fords’ new home. At upstage center is 
a fireplace with a mantel. Alt upstage 
right is a partially trimmed Christmas 
tree. The lights are on the tree but not 
lighted. Near the tree stands a ladder. 
Two cartons containing Christmas 
decorations are on floor near the tree. 
At upstage left is a radio, and near it 
a small table with a telephone. 

Ar Rise: Myra is silting on the floor 
pinning up one of the curtains on 
window right. ‘TEp is sitting near the 
phone, upstage left. Janer and 
Bossy are trimming the tree. 
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Myra (Getting up from floor after pin- 
ning up second curtain): There, I’ve 
pinned up our old curtains and 
they’ll have to do till Mom can 
shorten them. At least the living 
room will look a little respectable for 
Christmas. 

JANET (Hanging ornament on tree): 
And we have a Christmas tree any- 
how, if we don’t have anything else. 
(She steps back looking at tree.) Even 
if the trimmings are a Jittle skimpy. 

Bossy: Yeah, but Janet, where are all 
our decorations? We had lots more 
last year. 

Janet: I don’t know, Bobby. ‘They 
must have gotten lost during the 
moving. If only I could find that 
box with the prettiest balls! 

Trp (Into phone): Hello. ... Hello... . 
But I have been waiting, and this is 
important. 

Faruer (Entering left and holding out a 
small Christmas angel): Myra, look 
what I found for your tree. 

Myra: Dad, the Christmas angel! 
Where in the world did you find her? 

Fatruer: With the kitchen pots and 
pans. I was unpacking them, and 
your mother says we forgot to put 
the angel away last year. She’d 
wrapped her up and put her in that 
old percolator we never use. 

JANET: Oh, good, let me have her, 
Dad. She goes right on the top of the 








tree. (Takes angel, climbs ladder and 
puts angel on top) 

Farner: There, that makes it look 
more like home, doesn’t it? And 

. What about the lights? Did you call 
the electric company, Ted? 

Trp: That’s what I’m doing now. But 
I’m just waiting. They keep switch- 
ing me from person to person. 

Fatruer: Well, I can’t understand it. I 
called them three times today and 
they were supposed to be here this 
morning. Well, tell them they’ve 
got to do something. It’ll be getting 
dark and we can’t be without lights 
for Christmas. 

Bossy (Sadly): Gee, no lights. 

Faruer: Tell them you’re talking for 
me, son. I’ve got to find the big 
roaster for your mother or she won’t 
be able to cook the turkey tomorrow. 
I’ve come across everything else, the 
old iron pot we use for camping, the 
waffle iron, the big lemon squeezer— 
(As he goes off left) everything but 
the roaster! 

Myra: Poor Dad. 

Tep (nto phone): Hello. . . 

Bossy: Gee, we may not even have 
any turkey. 

Myra (Motioning toward Ten): Shh-h. 

Ten: Hello, I’m speaking for Mr. John 
Crawford. We've just moved into a 
new house and you were supposed to 
send someone to turn on our lights. 
It’s 123 Acorn Street. . . . But you 
have all that information and you’ve 
got the order. The gas company and 
the phone company were here yester- 
day....Oh.... You’re what?... 
You're closing? But you can’t, it’s 
Christmas Eve. I mean, we have to 
have lights. .. . But what if the man 
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doesn’t come? ... What’ll wedo?... 
Where can we call? . . . Oh, you 
think what? ... Oh, I see. ... What? 
... Well, yes, merry Christmas to 
you, too. (He hangs up.) Imagine 
that, she says merry Christmas. 

Janet: Merry Christmas without any 
lights? 

Tep: Oh, she says if he has the order, 
he’ll get here. She thinks the snow 
may have delayed him. 

Bossy: But if he doesn’t come, we 
won’t have any lights on our tree. 

Myra: Tree lights? Don’t be silly, 
Bobby, we won’t have any lights at 
all. We'll be in total darkness. 

Janet: Total darkness for Christmas! 
Can you imagine anything more 
dreary? 

Ten: If you ask me, this whole holi- 
day’s going to be dreary. 

Myra: Now, Ted, that’s no way to 
talk. We've all got to keep our 
spirits up for Mom and Dad’s sake. 
They must feel just as bad as we do 
—all alone in a strange place with- 
out any of their old friends. 

Tep: Yes, I guess you’re right. About 
the only person they’ve met is 
Dad’s new boss. 

Janet: That old Mr. Bascolm. All he 
could talk about was the Bascolm 
Manufacturing Company. 

Bossy: He’s like Mr. Scrooge. Spoil- 
ing our Christmas. 

Myra: Now, Bobby, we mustn’t for- 
get he’s given Dad a wonderful new 
job. 

Janet: But why did he have to do it 
right now? He could have waited 
until after the holidays. 

Myra: No, he couldn’t. The job starts 
the first of the year, and Mom says 








we were lucky to find this house and 
get moved in time. 

Tep: Well, it certainly is a mess. (He 
is looking out window at right.) Any- 
way, it looks like Christmas outside 
with all the fresh snow. 

Myra (Looking out wistfully): Yes, 
don’t the houses look pretty with 
snow on their roofs and the decora- 
tions out front? And look, the mail- 
man is still delivering packages all 
up and down the street. I just heard 
him shouting merry Christmas as he 
left one house. 

Bossy: Well, I guess nobody’s going to 
shout merry Christmas at the Craw- 
ford house. And we won’t get any 
packages either. 

Janet: Packages? We won’t even get 
any Christmas cards. There wasn’t 
time to tell anyone about our change 
of address. 

Tep: The post office knows our new 
address, so we’ll get all our cards and 
packages eventually. 

Bossy (Sadly): Eventually, when is 
that? I want some presents for 
Christmas. 

Myra: Now, Bobby, there will be a 
few presents. 

Bossy: Oh, I know, the ones we’ve got 
for each other, but you know very 
well Mom and Dad always give the 
best ones. 

Tep (Laughing): Bobby, don’t go be- 
littling that fine pencil box I gave 
you last year. And how do you know 
I haven’t got a bicycle or something 
this year? 

Bossy: You — you have? 

Tep: No—no, I’m just kidding. 
You’re right, Mom and Dad do give 
the best presents, and I'll let you in 


on a secret. Mom says Dad is going 
to give us each some money and we 
can buy our own presents after 
Christmas. 

JANET: But who wants to do that? 
There won’t be any surprises. 

Bossy: That’s right. And after Christ- 
mas, they won’t even be Christmas 
presents. 

Myra: Of course, it won’t seem the 
same, Bobby, but — (She looks out 
window.) Look, there’s company 
arriving for Christmas across the 
street. They’ve got suitcases. 

Bossy (Looking out): I'll bet it’s their 
grandpa and grandma. 


Janet (Sniffling): And our grandpa and 


grandma don’t even know where we 
live. 

Trp: Oh, they know by now, Janet. 
Mom sent them a card. Cheer up, 
and put the rest of the stuff on the 
tree. Try to hang things that will 
cover that bare spot on the side. 


Janet: Oh, all right, but I don’t see 


why we couldn’t at least have had a 
decent tree. (She hangs more things.) 

Bossy: Yeah, what a hick town. You 
can’t even buy a decent Christmas 
tree. 

Myra: Now, Bobby, remember it was 
the last minute and there weren’t 
any good ones left. 

Bossy: At home there would have 
been. Pop always took us to at least 
six places before we chose one. 

Myra: Yes, but that was in the city. 
We’re in the suburbs now. 

Bossy: Suburbs. I hate the suburbs! 

Moruer (As she enters left carrying 
small bor): Why, Bobby, what did 
you say? 

Bossy: I said I hate the suburbs. 








Moruer: Now, now, we mustn’t be so 
upset about things. (Looking around) 
Why, you children have done won- 
ders. The curtains look very nice, 
Myra. And the tree looks very nice, 
too. You've made a fine job of it. 
And I have a surprise for you. I 
found the box with the best Christ- 
mas tree balls. They were packed 
in with the books. 

Janet: Oh, Mom. (Taking box) Now, 
we can really make the tree look 
better! 

Morner: Of course you can. And 
cheer up, Bobby, the Crawford 
family is going to have a Christmas 
dinner in spite of everything. Your 
father found the big roaster and 
now I’m going to make the stuffing 
for the turkey. (She goes off left.) 

Bossy: Oh boy! Turkey with stuffing. 

Tep: Good old Mom. All she has to 
do is throw a few cheerful words 
around and things seem more like 
Christmas. 

Myra: Yes — (Looking out right) And 

and why, the mailman is coming 
with a big package! 

Bossy: He is? 

Janet: Grandpa and Grandma got 
our address in time! 
Bossy: I'll go! I'll go! 

toward front door.) 

Myra: Never mind, I was wrong. 
He’s taking the package to the house 
next door. 

Trp: Too bad, Bobby, but we should 
have Grandpa and 
Grandma always send their stuff by 
express. Well, let’s get the rest of the 
decorations on the tree. Open the 
box, Janet. 

Janet (Taking string from box): O.K. 


(He starts 


remembered 
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(She opens box.) Oh — oh, my! 

Myra (Looking in box): Oh, dear, 
they’re all broken. 

Tep: Yeah, gosh, some of the books 
must have crushed them. Not a 
whole one left. 

Bossy: All busted. What's the use of 
trying to have Christmas when 
everything goes wrong? 

Myra: It’s a shame, but cheer up, 
Bobby, we still have quite a few of 
the old decorations. 

Janet: And I know 
Christmas carols. 
some on the radio. 

Bossy (Bright again, goes quickly to 
radio and turns switch): Say, that’s a 
good idea! 

Ten: A good idea if we had any juice. 

Bossy (Turning ut off): Gosh, I forgot. 
We can’t even use the radio. 

Myra (Looking left as Moruer enters 
with her hat and coat on): Why, Mom. 
You’re going out. 

Moruenr: Yes, I am. (She ts all smiles.) 

Myra: But I thought you were going 
to stuff the turkey. 

Moruer: No, I’m letting that go till 
this evening. In fact, we’re letting 
everything go till this evening. It’s 
your father’s idea and I think it’s a 
good one. We decided that straight- 
ening the house wasn’t nearly as im- 
portant as Christmas presents. 

Bossy: Presents? 

Moruer: Yes, we’re driving over to 
Wellsville and shop like mad till the 
stores close. 

Tep: Hooray — merry Christmas! 

Oruers: Merry Christmas — merry 
Christmas! 

Faruer (Enters left, all dressed up, with 
hat and coat, smiling): A merry 


- let’s have some 
There must be 








Christmas to you all. 

Att CHILDREN: Merry 
Dad. 

Moruer: Why, John Crawford, I had 
no idea you were going to get all 
dressed up. 

Farner: My dear, these were the only 
clothes I could find in that mess in 
our room — and call me not John 
Crawford. (He takes Moruer’s arm.) 
Children, you are gazing upon Mr. 
and Mrs. Santa Claus. We are 
about to climb into our sleigh and 
our trusty reindeer will whisk us to 
the North Pole. And when we re- 
turn — ah, then the Crawfords will 
have a merry Christmas, indeed! 
(He starts toward door with Moruer. 
The phone rings.) 

Tep (Laughing): Better wait, Mr. 
Santa Claus, this may be for you. 
(FarHer and Moruer turn. Tep 
picks up phone.) Hello? . . . Merry 
Christmas. . . . Oh, yes, sir. (Holding 
out phone) It is for you, Dad. It’s 
Mr. Bascolm. 

Moruer: Mr. Bascolm. What in the 
world can he want with you on 
Christmas Eve? 

Bossy: Gee, it’s old Mr. Scrooge. 

Faruer: Shh-h, Bobby, he’ll hear you. 
(Taking phone from Ten) Hello, 
Mr. Bascolm.... Why... why... . 
Well, of course we're not very 
straightened around yet, but my 
wife and I were just going out todoa 
bit of last minute Christmas shop- 


Christmas, 


ping.... Yes... . Yes, we were just 
going out the door... . An — an 
office party? .. . Well—well... 


that’s very nice of you to invite us, 
Mr. Bascolm, but I’m really afraid 
... Yes.... Yes, well, as I said we 
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really have to do some shopping. 
Things have been a bit rushed, you 
know and— but Mr. Bascolm, we 
just can’t... . Well, of course, my 
wife will be glad to talk to Mrs. 
Bascolm. (Putting hand over phone) 
He wants you to talk to Mrs. 
Bascolm. There’s an office party at 
the plant and 

Moruer: But John, you know we 
can’t go. I don’t want to go. I — 

Fatuer: I know, I know, neither do I, 
so you tell her. He’s putting her on 
now. (Listening in phone) Yes... . 
Hello, Mrs. Bascolm, here’s Mrs. 
Crawford. (Holding phone to Moruer) 

Moruer (Taking phone): Hello, Mrs. 
Bascolm. My, that is sweet of you 
and your husband to want us to 
come to the party but — but — but 

- (Weakly) But Mrs. Bascolm .. . 
Yes.... Yes.... Every year... all 
the office employees. . . . Well, of 
course, but — yes, Mrs. Bascolm. 
... Yes, Mrs. Bascolm. Yes, Mrs. 
Bascolm, I understand, and we'll 
be seeing you... . Good-bye... . 
(She hangs up phone.) 

FatrHer: You — you didn’t say we'd 

go? 

Morner: What else could I say? 
They have it every year. All the 
office employees will be there. They 
are there right now waiting to meet 
us. 

Fatruer: Oh oh — so they are 
waiting. (He sighs.) Well, then I 
suppose there’s nothing else to do. 
We'll have to go right over. 

Bossy (Almost in tears): But 
what about our presents? 

Moruer: Bobby, there just won’t be 
any presents. Oh, it isn’t fair, John. 


but 











It seems that everything has to bow 
to your new job. I almost wish you 
still had your old one and we were 
back in the city. 

Farner: Yes, my dear, I know just 
how you feel. I’m inclined to feel 
the same way but it’s too late now. 
Sorry, children, I was mistaken 
when I introduced you to Mr. and 
Mrs. Santa. (With a wry smile) 
We're just Mr. and Mrs. Crawford 
going to an office party. 

Myra: Never mind, Dad. I guess we 
can take it. 

Tep: Sure, we can. So go on to the 
party. Maybe — maybe you’ll have 
a good time. 

Janet: Yes, at least some of the family 
will have some Christmas celebra- 
tion. 

Bossy (Bravely): Sure, what do we 
care that we don’t have presents? 
Merry Christmas. 

Moruer (Patting Bossy’s head): Oh, 
you children are all such dears. But 
we're not going to have a good time 
without you. I don’t want to go to 
that ugly old plant on Christmas 
Eve even if it is all modern. 

Farner: I’m going to make a sug- 
gestion to Mr. Bascolm that he 
change the name to the Scrooge 
Manufacturing Company. 

Moruer (Trying to laugh): John, you 
know you'll do no such thing. But 
come on, we must leave. Let’s get 
it over with. 

FatTHeR (Opening door and ushering 
Moruer out): Very well, my dear. 
(To children) Good-bye. 

Moruer (Offstage): Good-bye. 

CHILDREN : Good-bye . . . Good-bye. . . 

FatuHer (Turning): Oh, and if the man 


ever gets here about the lights, you 
know where the fuse box and the 
main switch are, Ted. 

Tep: Yes, Dad, I’ll show him. 

Fatuer: All right, we'll see you as soon 
as we can. (Goes out and closes door) 

Tep: Poor Mom and Dad. I guess 
they feel even more miserable than 
we do. And who knows if the man 
will ever get here about the lights. 

Janet: I don’t know if I even care. 
(Almost crying) And — and no one 
could be more miserable than I am. 

Bossy: Me, too. 

Myra: But—but it doesn’t seem 
right to be miserable on Christmas, 
just because we’ve moved to a new 
place. Christmas ought to be every- 
where. 

Bossy: But there ought to be presents. 

Tep: Oh, it isn’t just the presents, 
Bobby. Christmas is more than just 
presents. 

Myra: Of course. It’s — it’s a kind of 
a feeling you get. And that feeling is 
made up of lots of things like — 
well, Christmas means surprises and 
secrets and sharing, and doing things 
for others and having them do things 
for you. Other years we’ve had all 
these things — friends and neigh- 
bors running in and out — 

Janet: That’s because we were back 
home. I agree with Mom. I wish we 
were back there right now. This 
afternoon I’d be going over to see 
Lizzie Slater’s Christmas tree and 
tomorrow they’d all come over to 
see ours. 

Bossy: Sure, and I’d probably go 
sledding in the park with Corky 
McGinnis. Good old Corky. 

Tep (Laughing): I thought you were 





mad at Corky. Last time you went 
out with him you had a fight. 

Bossy: Well, here there’s not even 
anyone to fight with. 

Myra (Laughing a little): | know just 
what you mean. We’ve lost all our 
real friends. I was going to the 
holiday dance with Charlie and now 
I don’t know a single boy in town 
so — well, even if they do have a 
dance, no one will ask me. 

Tep: Yeah, and I — I’m going to miss 
the old gang more than I had 
thought. (Knock on door) Well, I 
guess we'll get some lights anyway. 
(Going right and opening door) 

ExpressMAN (In doorway with large 
carton with torn wrappings): You 
people expecting a package from 
out of town? 

Tep: A Christmas package! 
really for us? 

EXPRESSMAN: The wrapping is so beat 
up all I can make out is the name of 
the street and (Pointing) over here 
it says from Mr. and Mrs.G... I 
can’t make out the rest. 

Myra: Granger, that’s Grandma and 
Grandpa’s name. 

ExpressMAN: Granger, huh? I guess 
that must be it. Glad I found you in 
time. (Putting down carton and 
holding slip and pencil out to Ten) 
Sign here. 

Tep (As he signs): I certainly will. 
Thanks, and a merry Christmas to 
you. 

EXPRESSMAN (As he goes out and closes 
door): Merry Christmas! 

Bossy (Rushes and drags carton further 
into room): Whee, we’ve got some 
presents! 

Janet: Grandma and Grandpa’s pres- 


Is it 


ents. They got here after all. 

Bossy (Starting to rip open carton): 
Let’s take them out and put them 
under the tree. 

Tep: Now, wait, Bobby. Do you 
think we ought to, Myra, before 
Mom and Dad get home? 

Myra: No, I don’t. And I’ll tell you 
why, Bobby. We've all been want- 
ing a surprise and now we've got 
one. Let’s save it for a surprise for 
Mom and Dad, too, when they get 
home. 

Tep: I agree. 

Myra: And this package has given me 
an idea. There must be other things 
we can do to surprise Mom and 
Dad. Let’s try not thinking about 
ourselves so much and figure differ- 
ent things to do to make a Christmas 
for Mom and Dad. 

Tep: Myra’s right — and say, how’s 
this for an idea? (He goes to carton 
and takes out handful of Christmas 
cards.) Here’s some last year’s cards 
Mom saved. We said she should 
throw them away, but they’ll look 
just as good as new ones if we stand 
them around. (He goes upstage and 
stands cards along the mantel.) 

Myra: Why, that’s a wonderful idea! 
It makes it seem more like home. 
We've always stood our Christmas 
cards around. 

Janets I want to put some around, 
too. (Picking up handful and looking 
left) How about on top of the radio? 

Tep: That’s fine. (Pulling more on 
mantel) There, it’s like merry Christ- 
mas from last year. Bobby, why 
don’t you put some on that table 
near the window? 

Bossy: O.K. (Looking at mantel) Say, 














they look just as good as new ones 
all right. (Takes cards from carton 
and stands them on table at right) I 
like this one with the big fat Santa 
Claus and the reindeer. 

Myra: Why, the whole room looks 
more Christmasy, and you know 
what? Mom was worrying ‘cause 
she hadn’t had time for mince pies. 
But I’m going to make some Christ- 
mas cookies. 

Bossy: Cookies? You mean in the 
shape of stars and lambs and angels 
and things? 

Myra: Why not? Dad was unpacking 
the kitchen stuff and the cookie 
cutters must be there somewhere. 

Tep: And I’d better get to work, too. 
Do you know what I’m going to do? 
Unpack all those cartons in Mom and 
Dad’s room and get it just as 
straightened as I can. Will they be 
surprised! 

Janet: And may I help cut out the 
cookies, Myra? 

Myra: Maybe. But first you’d better 
finish the tree and get these boxes 
and the ladder out of the way. 

Janet: All right, I’ll hurry. (She starts 
pulting things on tree again.) 

Bossy (Looking out window right): 
And gee, what do you think? The 
electric company truck is outside. 
And here comes the man! 

Tep: Thank goodness. (Going right) 
Now our Christmas is really started. 
We'll have lights and carols on the 
radio. . . . (He opens door.) Hello, 
we're certainly gla‘l you’re here. 

Bru (Enters and puts tool box on floor): 
I’m sorry I’m late. But I’m Bill 
Coleman and I live just up the 
street, so I left this till the last stop 
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on the way home. You must have 
been wondering what happened to 
me. (Looking at tree) A Christmas 
tree doesn’t look like much without 
lights, does it? 

Janet: Well, it’s getting to look better 
all the time. 

Bru: Why, sure it is, sure it is. It’s a 
fine tree. I meant, you just wait and 
see it with the lights on. 

Jimmy (Offstage): Hey, Pop! Hey, 
Pop! (Jimmy rushes in.) Hey, Pop, 
come out and look at my new sled. 

Britt: Here, here, just a minute, 
Jimmy. You can’t come rushing 
into other people’s houses without 
being invited. What’s the idea? 

Jimmy: I saw your truck outside and 
knew you were here. Mom gave me 
my sled early because of the snow. 

Bru: Oh, she did, did she? Crawford 
family, this young Indian is my boy, 
Jimmy. (70 Bossy) What’s your © 
name, son? 

Bossy: Bobby. 


Bit: Well, I’ve got work to do here, 
but since Jimmy seems to have got 
part of his Christmas already, why 
don’t you go out and help him play 
with his new sled? 

Bossy: Gee, yeah, sure — oh, but we 
all have to work making Christmas 
for my Mom and Dad. 

Myra: No, Bobby, I think going out 
for a while is a good idea. And sled- 
ding, why that’ll be just like home. 
There'll still be something for you 
to do when you get back. 

Bossy: There will? O.K., wait till I 
get my jacket! (//e rushes off and 
back enthusiastically, putting on 
gacket.) A new sled! Does it steer? 











Juumy (As they run oul slamming door): 
Of course it does. I’ll show you. 
Buu (Laughing): Well, now, you show 
me where your meter is and we'll get 

your lights on. 

Tep: O.K., Mr. Coleman. (Starting 
left) 

Bru (Picking up tool box and follow- 
ing): Never mind the Mister Cole- 
man. I’m just a neighbor and every- 
body calls me Bill. (They go off left.) 

Myra (Looking out window and laugh- 
ing): The boys are off in the snow 
with Bobby pushing. (Starting left) 
Well, I’d better get at my cookies. 

Janet: And I’m going to see how many 
things I can hang on the tree before 
the lights come on. 

Myra (Going over and giving JANET a 
little hug): Oh, Janet, for the first 
time I feel as though it’s Christmas! 

JaneT: Me, too. (Myra goes off left 
and Janet takes decorations from 
cartons, hangs them on tree, begins to 
hum a carol. After a moment a knock 
on the door is heard. Janet skips to 
door and opens it. A girl about her 
age stands in doorway.) Hello, who 
are you? 

Frances: I’m Frances Saunders, and 
I live in the next block. 

Janet: Oh, did you come over to see 
our tree? 

Frances (Stepping inside and leaving 
door open): No, I came over to get 
that Christmas package. (Pointing 
at carton) It’s our presents from 
Grandma and Grandpa. 

Janet (Startled, stepping between 
Frances and carton): Why — why, 
why, it is not. It’s our presents from 
Grandma and Grandpa. 

Frances: No. We asked the express- 


man and he said he must have made 
a mistake. My mother is looking for 
my big brother to send him over for 
it. 

Janet (Backing toward carton): Well, 
he —— he can’t have it. 

Frances (Dodging around Janer and 
grabbing string of carton): He can 
too have it. It’s ours. 

Janet (Grabs string, too. They tug 
back and forth): It is not. It is not 
yours. (Shouting excitedly) It’s ours! 

Frances (Shouting, loo): It’s ours, I 
tell you, it’s ours! The expressman 
said so. 

Myra (Entering left): Janet, Janet, 
what’s going on here? 

Janer: She says this is their Christ- 
mas package, and it can’t be. 

Myra: Now, now, let go of those 
strings. Both of you. (As they let go, 
to Frances) Now, who are you? 
What’s your name? 

FRANCES (Kzciledly): Um Frances 
Saunders, and the expressman said 
this is our package and — and 
(Looking toward open door where 
Larry has just appeared) — and 
this is my brother, Larry. Larry, 
they won’t let me have it. 

Larry (Stepping in): Frances, be 
quiet. You shouldn’t have come 
here without me in the first place. 

Myra (Coldly): I'm Myra Crawford, 
and I presume you are Larry 
Saunders. Would you mind ex- 
plaining to me what this is all 
about? 

Larry: Why, yes. You see, we've 
been expecting the Christmas box 
that always comes from our grand- 
parents and when we asked the ex- 
pressman about it, he said he prob- 











ably left it here by mistake. 

Tep (Entering left): Well, I guess we'll 
soon have lights, and -—- oh... 

Myra: Ted, this is Larry and Frances 
Saunders and they claim this is their 
box. 

Larry: You see — well — there may 
have been a mistake, and Mother 
sent me over to find out. But I’m 
sorry my kid sister made such a 
fuss. 

Frances: But it is ours. 

Janet: No, it’s not. 

Tep: Now, quiet, you two. (Going to 
box and pulling off string) There’s an 
easy way to find out. We'll look at 
the packages inside. (He opens box 
and lakes oul prettily wrapped Christ- 
mas package and reads tag.) “To 
Mother, from Grandpa and Grand- 
ma.” 

JANET: See? 

Tep (Taking out two more): Oh-oh. 
“To Frances from Grandpa and 
Grandma,” and here’s one to Larry. 

Frances: There, what did I tell you? 

Janet (Stubbornly): But it says from 
Grandpa and Grandma. 

Myra: But Janet, lots of families have 
grandparents 

Janet: But it’s not fair. They were all 
the presents we had. 

Tep: Yeah, it is too bad all right, but 
if they’re not ours, they’re not ours. 
Well, take ’em away, Larry. 

Janet (Crying): Just everything goes 


wrong. The Christmas tree balls 
were all broken, and then we 
thought — we thought 


Frances: Oh, who cares about a few 
Christmas tree balls? (She rushes 
out the door.) 

Larry (Picking up bor): I don’t know 
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what’s gotten into Frances. She 
doesn’t usually behave this way. 

Myra: Oh, never mind, she’s just ex- 
cited with all this fuss about the 
presents. 

Larry (Looking at Myra): Well, I 
suppose. But it’s too bad you got 
the package first and — and had to 
be disappointed. 

Tep: Oh, that’s all right. We just 
moved here and none of our friends 
know our address. We wouldn’t have 
minded about the package except — 
well, we didn’t have time to get 
ready for much Christmas. 

Larry: Yeah, I understand. Well, so 
long. 

Tep (As he closes door): So long, merry 
Christmas. (JANET ts still sniffling a 
little. Tun and Myra stand looking 
at each other sadly.) 

Myra (Almost crying): Oh, Ted. 

Brut (Lnlers left, carrying tool box): 
Sorry, folks, but I’ve got bad news. 

Tep: What’s the matter with the 
lights? 

But: Nothing, except I’ve got an 
order just to hook ’em on, and 
there’s no wire running from the 
pole out back. 

Myra: But that’s terrible. Can’t you 
run a wire? 

Bru: I’m sorry, but I’ve been out to 
look and there’s too much ice and 
snow on the pole to do it with my 
equipment. We'll have to wait till 
after Christmas. 

Myra (Flopping into chair): Oh, dear. 
No lights after all. 

Bossy (Opens door and rushes in ex- 
citedly): Say, where’s he going with 
our presents from Grandma and 
Grandpa? 








Tep: They are not ours, Bobby. It 
was a mistake. 

Bossy: A mistake? But... 

Myra: Bobby Crawford, what have 
you been doing? Your clothes are a 
mess. 

Bossy: Oh, nothing very much. I 
I had a fight with Jimmy. 

Buu: Fighting, eh? 

Bossy: Well, he said I wasn’t as strong 
as he was because I came from the 
city. So we had a fight and I washed 
his face in the snow. 

Tep: But Bobby, you never should 
have done that. You — 

Bri: Well, I guess I’ll be getting on. 
There doesn’t seem to be anything 
else I can do. (He opens door.) Good- 
bye, folks. (He goes out and closes 
door.) 

Myra: A fine thing, your fighting with 
his son, Bobby. Now we'll never get 
any lights. 

Tep: Oh, well, I guess there’s nothing 
he can do about it anyway. 

Janet (Looking out window): And 
here comes that Frances running up 
our path. I wonder what she wants 
now. I don’t want to see her again. 

Myra: Now, Janet, we must be polite. 
We’re getting in wrong with our 
neighbors as it is. (She opens door 
just as Frances gets there holding a 
cardboard boz.) 

Frances (Holding out box): See? I 
knew you didn’t have to worry 
about your Christmas tree balls 
being broken. I ran home and told 
my mother and she sent me right 
back with these. We’ve got lots of 
them. 

Myra: Why — why — why, Frances, 
that’s so nice! Janet, look! 
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Janet (Peering into bor): Oh, my, 
they are beautiful. You — you 
mean we can use them on our tree? 

Frances (Excitedly): Of course. And 
that isn’t all. Everybody is coming 
to help. 

Myra: Why, Frances. 
mean by that? 

Frances: When I told Mama how 
sad you all were when we took your 
—-] mean our presents away from 
you, she looked sort of cross the way 
she does sometimes when she’s think- 
ing. And then she said, “Why, it’s 
terrible, just terrible!” 

Trp: But they were your presents. 

Frances: That isn’t what she meant. 
She said people who move into a 
new house always need help to get 
settled. And here we've all been 
thinking about our own Christmas 
and doing nothing about your family. 
And Larry felt bad, too. He said it 
was a shame for such a keen-looking 
girl to be unhappy on Christmas 
(Looking at Myra) He meant you. 

Myra (Smiling): He — he did? 

Frances: Yes, and he’s gone to round 
up some of his friends and Mama’s 
on the way over and they’re all com- 
ing to help. And... may I help put 
the balls on the tree? 

Myra: Why, of course you may! 

Janet (Happily): Come on, Frances, 
those balls are just what our old tree 
needs. (They go to tree and through 
next lines hang balls on tree.) 

Tep (Laughing): Well, if the neighbors 
are coming to help, it sounds as 
though we may have surprises for 
Mom and Dad after all. 

Myra: But I’ve never heard of such 
a thing. 


What do you 








Bossy: I guess maybe the suburbs 
aren’t so bad. 

Ten: Right you are, Bobby. But there 
are so many things to do that we 
won’t know where to begin. 

Frances: You won’t have to worry 
about that when my mother gets 
here. My father says she’s the best 
organizer in town. She organizes the 
ladies’ bazaar every year. 

Tep: Well, that sounds like a good 
recommendation (Looking out 
door right) and this must be Mrs. 
Saunders hurrying up our path right 
now. (He steps outside door. From 
offstage) Hello, I'll bet you’re Mrs. 
Saunders. 

Mrs. Saunpers (Bustles in with Teo 
behind her. Puts bulging paper shop- 
ping bag on a chair): Yes, I’m Mrs. 
Saunders. I just popped a few 
things into this bag on the way out. 

Bossy (Peering into bag): Mmmm, 
cookies and candy and 

Mrs. Saunpers: You’re not to eat 
them now, young man. 
for Christmas. 

Myra (Laughing): That’s right, Bobby. 
It’s so good of you, Mrs. Saunders. 
I’m Myra, and this is Ted. 

Mrs. SaunperS: Well, we'll have to 
get acquainted as we work. There 
isn’t much time. Where are your 
parents? 

Myra: Oh, they had to go to an office 
party where our Dad has a new job. 

Mrs. Saunpers: Office party on 
Christmas Eve! And you poor 
children here all alone. My, my, you 
must be in a muddle. 

Tep: We fixed up this room as best we 
could, but the rest of the house is 
pretty upset. 


They are 
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Mus. Saunpers: Naturally, it is. I 
saw the moving truck here yester- 
day and like the thoughtless person 
I am, I forgot all about it. Now, 
when the others get here, you two 
will have to show them what things 
have to be moved and how to ar- 
range the rooms. Now, what about 
getting things ready for your dinner 
tomorrow? 

Myra: Oh, we've got a turkey and 
Mom is going to stuff it when she 
gets home. 

Mrs. Saunpers: Goodness gracious, 
she’ll be all tuckered in after that 
office affair. Well, we can take care 
of that. Is your phone in yet? 

Tep: Yes, it’s right there. (Pointing) 

Mrs. Saunpers (Going quickly to 
phone and dialing): Helen is the best 
cook in town. She'll have that 
turkey ready for the oven in no 
time. (Into phone) Hello, Helen. . 
Yes... yes, I’m over at the home of 
that new family at 123, and they 
need a turkey stuffed for tomorrow. 
... Yes, that’s what I said. ... Then 
you'll be over? Yes. (Little laugh) 
Then you're already acquainted 
with part of the family? ... All 
right, hurry over. We haven’t much 
time. (Hanging up phone) 

Myra: What did you mean she’s ac- 
quainted with our family? 

Mrs. Saunpers (Little laugh): She 
says your boy Bobby washed her 
Jimmy’s face, and it hasn’t been so 
clean in weeks. 

Boppy: Say, she sounds like a good egg. 

Mrs. Saunpers: Young man, Helen 
Coleman is a good egg, and her son, 
Jimmy, is one of the best in the 
neighborhood. 








Bossy: Oh, I know that. Why, if it 
hadn’t been for a trick I learned 
from our gym teacher, he almost had 
me down, and — 


Mrs. Saunpers: Yes — yes, but I 
haven’t time to listen to that now. 
(Looking out door) Here comes 


Larry with the boys and girls. (There 
is the sound of laughing and talking 
offstage. Larry, leading group of 
Boys and Grrus, comes into door- 
way.) 

Larry: Now, one, two, three. 

Boys and Grris: Merry Christmas, 
Crawfords! 

Myra: Merry Christmas! Oh, this is 
wonderful. 

Larry (Looking al Myra): Merry 
Christmas, Myra. 

Myra: Merry Christmas, Larry. 

Mrs. Saunpers: Never mind the 
Merry Christmas until after we’ve 
done our work. Ted, you take the 
boys and show them what has to be 
done. 

Tep (Laughing): O.K., I guess the 
first thing is to lug a lot of stuff down 
to the basement so we can set the 
furniture in place. 

Boy: That’s what we’re here for. Lead 
the way. (Trp goes off left followed 
by others, all laughing and talking.) 

Mrs. Saunpers: Now, Myra, where 
shall the girls start? 

Myra: I’ll show them. There are 
dishes to be put on shelves in the 
kitchen and the bedrooms need stuff 
put in the closets. (She starts off left 
followed by girls.) And the rugs can 
be unrolled as soon as the boys get 
enough space cleared. (Girls are 
heard talking offstage.) 

Mrs. Saunpers: Well, now, that’s a 
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start. Many hands make light work, 
I always say. Bobby, why don’t you 
take that ladder and put it some- 
where? 

Bossy: All right. (He folds ladder and 
carries tt off left.) 

Mrs. Saunpers: And when you girls 
finish with the tree, take both these 
cartons to the basement. 


Janet: We will, Mrs. Saunders. My, 


your balls do make the tree look 
better. If only we had some lights. 

Mrs. Saunpers: You mean to say 
your lights aren’t turned on? 

Janet: No. Mr. Coleman was here 
and says he can’t fix them. 

Mrs. Saunpers: My goodness. Well, 
if Bill Coleman can’t fix them, no- 
body can. We'll have to get you 
some candles for the mantel before 
it gets dark. (A knock on door is 
heard. Mrs. SAUNDERS opens it, 
letting in HeLeEN COLEMAN, carrying 
a wrapped pie, and Jimmy, carrying 
candlesticks with candles.) Oh, it’s 
you, Helen. 

Heven: Hello, Grace. 

Mrs. Saunpers: And why, Jimmy, 
we were just saying we needed 
candles for the mantel. 

Jimmy: Well, Pop said there were no 
lights here so Mom said to bring 
these. (Handing candlesticks to Mrs. 
SAUNDERS) 

Mrs. Saunpers: Thank you, they’ll 
be just fine. (She quickly puts them 
on the mantel.) 

Bossy (Rushes in left): Boy, are they 
getting things straightened out in a 
hurry — (Seeing HeLen and Jimmy) 
Oh — hello. 

Heven: Hello, Bobby. Why did you 
run away so fast when I came out on 











the front porch at our house? 

Bossy: Well, I —I thought you’d be 
mad because I was fighting with 
Jimmy. 

Hewen: Oh, I don’t suppose it’s the 
last fight you two will have. But I 
wanted to give you this mince pie 
to bring home. 

Bossy: Mince pie? 

Heven: Yes, I heard you telling Jimmy 
your mother wouldn’t have time to 
make any and we had three. 

Bossy (Taking pie and holding it up): 
Whee! Look, Janet! We've got 
mince pie for Christmas! (He puts 
it on table.) 

Janet: I—I guess we're getting al- 
most everything for Christmas. (The 
tree lights come on.) Oh, my —and 
the lights are on! 

Bossy: The lights are on! 

Frances (Looking at tree): It’s beauti- 
ful! 

Mrs. Saunpers: Yes, there’s nothing 
as beautiful as a Christmas tree, I 
always say. 

Janet (Picking up carton): Let’s take 
the cartons out and tell everyone to 
come and look at the tree. 

Frances: All right. (Picking up other 
carton and running off left behind 
JANET) 

Janet (Offstage calling): Everybody 
come and see the tree! The lights 
are on! 

Mrs. Saunpers: And that husband 
of yours saying he couldn’t fix them. 
Was he trying to fool somebody? 

Heven: No, he was serious when he 
talked to me—I guess he man- 
aged, anyhow. Well, I can’t stand 
looking at the tree if I’m going to 
get that bird stuffed before these 


people ge. home. (Janet and 
Frances re-enter left with several 
others, including Myra, Tep, and 
Larry, exclaiming as they see tree. 
The front door opens and FaTHEeR 
sleps in followed by Mr. and Mrs. 
Bascotm and Moruer, their arms 
all laden with wrapped presents. By 
this time all others, including Bru 
CoLEeMAN, have entered left and are 
onstage.) 

Farner (Grinning): Well, Mother, we 
have company. 

Bossy (Rushing forward): ll say, 
Dad. They’re straightening up the 
whole house and Mrs. Coleman 
brought a mince pie, and Mrs. 
Saunders some cookies and candy, 
and Mrs. Coleman is going to stuff 
the turkey and — and gosh, you’ve 
got presents! 

Farner: Now, now, just a minute, 
son. ‘Two surprises in one day are 
almost more than I can take. (Smil- 
ing) Will someone please give a 
little more coherent explanation? 

Mrs. Saunpers: Well, I guess I’d 
better, as I’ve been sort of organiz- 
ing things. I’m Mrs. Saunders and 
you must be Mr. and Mrs. Craw- 
ford, and I recognize Mr. and Mrs. 
Bascolm from pictures I’ve seen in 
the paper, and well, the rest of us 
are just neighbors who have come 
in to help a neighbor family get com- 
fortable in time for Christmas. 

Moruer (Almost crying): Why, if it 
isn’t the nicest thing I’ve ever heard 
of in all my life. John, say some- 
thing. 

Fatuer (Clearing his throat): Yes — 
yes, my dear. This is the second 
thank-you speech I’ve made today. 








The first was to Mr. and Mrs. 
Bascolm and friends at the office. 
They insisted we go to what they 
called an office party, but it was 
really just an occasion for them all 
to give us presents for the family 
because they knew we hadn’t had 
time to shop. So I’ll just say the 
same as I said before. It’s pretty 
wonderful to move to a new job and 
a new home, feeling that you’d lost 
all your old friends, and then to 
find — well, that you have many 
new friends all around you. Thank 
you all. (Lverybody applauds.) 

Mr. Bascoim: Well, I’d applaud, too, 
if I could put these packages down. 

Moruer: My, yes, they are getting 
heavy. Let’s put them all right un- 
der the tree. (She puts her packages 
under tree.) 

Mrs. Bascoum (As they put rest of 
presents under tree): My, your tree 
is beautiful. 

Mrs. Saunpers: And the lights just 
came on — we don’t know how, be- 
cause Bill Coleman said he couldn’t 
fix them. (Seeing Bru in group) 
Why, Bill, you’re here. How did 
you do it? 

Bru: I really didn’t do much except 
tell Mr. and Mrs. Brady next door 
that there were no lights here, and I 
couldn’t run a line from the pole. 
So they said to run one from their 
meter for a day or two. They’re too 
old to get out much, but they told 
me to come in and say merry Christ- 
mas. 

Moruer: Well, of all things! Just 
everybody is making Christmas nice 
for us. 





Bossy: Boy, I like the suburbs. 
(Everybody laughs.) 

Mr. Bascom: It seems to me that 
I’ve heard that voice before. (Laugh- 
ing) Yes, sir, it was when I called 
on the phone today. I distinctly 
heard him say, gee, it’s old Mr. 
Scrooge. 

Bossy: Well — well — I —I— 

Moruer: Bobby, how could you — 

FatHer: Now, wait, Mother, I told 
Bobby that Mr. Bascolm probably 
heard him. He got himself into this 
mess. Now, let him get out of it. 

Mr. Bascotm (Pretending lo be an- 
gry): Yes, young man. What have 
you got to say for yourself? 

Bossy: Well, I — I — 

Jumy: Mr. Bascolm, what he meant 
was that you are a real good guy 
like Scrooge in the end of the story. 

Bossy: Yes — yes, that’s right, Mr. 
Scrooge, I mean, Mr. Bascolm. 

Mr. Bascotm: Oh. I take it this boy is 
a friend of yours. 

Bossy: Him? (Putting arm around 
Jmmmy’s shoulder) Sure, he’s Jimmy 
Coleman. He’s my pal. (Everybody 
laughs.) 

Mr. Bascotm: Well, that’s fine. You 
stick to him and you'll be all right. 
And as long as I’m the nice Mr. 
Scrooge, I’ll quote Tiny Tim and 
say — (Waving his arm to include 
everyone) God bless us every one! 
(All shout “Merry Christmas!”’ as the 
curtain falls. ) 


THE END 
(Production Notes on page 30) 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 
Merry Curistmas, Crawrorps! 


(Play on pages 15-29) 


Characters: 8 male; 7 female; male and female 
extras. 


Playing Time: 35 minutes. 


Costumes: Modern, everyday dress. When 
Father first appears, he wears indoor work- 
ing clothes; before going to office party, he 
has changed into dress clothes, carrying 
hat and coat. Mother wears indoor clothes 
on first appearance, then puts on hat and 
coat before leaving for party. All visitors 
to Crawfords wear outdoor winter clothes 
upon entrance. Expressman may wear 


uniform. Bill Coleman wears working 
clothes. 


Properties: Pair of straight curtains, ladder, 
hristmas tree, string of lights, Christmas 
tree decorations, 2 cartons containing vari- 
ous tree decorations and Christmas cards, 
radio, telephone, bicycle bell for sound of 
telephone ringing; pins for Myra; Christmas 
tree angel for Father; carton of broken tree 
decorations for Mother; hats and coats for 
Mother and Father; several gaily wrap 
packages for Mother, Father, and | 
colms; large carton with torn wrappings 
containing a few smaller gaily wrapped 
arcels, pad, pencil, for Expressman; tool 
»0x for Bill Coleman; carton of tree decora- 
tions for Frances Saunders; bulging shop- 
ing bag for Mrs. Saunders; wrapped pie 
For Mrs. Coleman; candlesticks and candles 
for Jimmy Coleman. 


Setting: The living room of the Crawfords’ 
new home. In right wall is a window with 
straight curtains, looking out onto street. 
Downstage right is exit to street; at left is 
exit leading to other rooms of house. Fire- 
place with mantel is at upstage center. Up- 
stage right is a partially trimmed Christmas 
tree, with lights on it not yet lighted. Near 
the tree stands a ladder and two cartons of 
decorations. Upstage left is a radio, and 
near it, a small table with telephone. Other 
tables and chairs, etc., may be placed 
around stage. 


Lighting: No + ge effects, except for Christ- 


mas tree lights which should go on, as indi- 
cated in the text. 
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A Song in the Night 


by Graham Du Bois 


Characters 
Ezra, the innkeeper at Bethlehem 
SARAH, his wife 
Ruta, their daughter 
Lean, Ruth’s playmate 
Jacos, Leah’s father, a shepherd 
ANN, a maid at the inn 
JOSEPH 
Mary 
ToHree Wisk Men 
SHEPHERDS 

Time: The early morning of Christ's 
birth. 

SerrinG: The yard of the inn at Bethle- 
hem. 

Ar Ruse: Saran is seated on the bench, 
looking at the heavens, as Ezra enters 
from the inn. 

Ezra: Still staring up at the heavens! 
What do you see that is so interest- 
ing? You have been sitting there for 
hours. (Walks to bench) It’s time you 
were in bed. (Sits) 

Saran: It’s that star above the stable. 
It is brighter than any other I have 
ever seen. (Points above the stable) 
And it seems to move. Don’t you 
think that it is coming toward us? 

Ezra: It is bright, but no brighter than 
a million others I have seen. And | 
can’t say that it has moved an inch. 
All in your imagination, I guess. 
(Shrugging) | have more important 
things than stars to worry about. 

Saran (Looking at him in surprise): 
What have you to worry about? 


Every room at the inn is taken; your 
coffers are overflowing. You have 
never made so much money as you 
have made in the past year. 

Ezra: Money brings many troubles. 
When a man is prosperous, every- 
body tries to take advantage of him. 

SARAH (Amazed): You mean that 
somebody has taken advantage of 
you? I didn’t know there was a 
man in the world who could do that. 

Ezra: He can’t — if I’m near enough 
to watch him. But this is different; 
one of my lambs is missing. 

Saran (Relieved): Is that all? I feared 
it was something serious. You will 
probably find the lamb. It may have 
strayed into the woods. 

Ezra: More likely than not it has 
strayed into the kitchen pot of one 
of these thieving shepherds. I have 
never trusted that rogue Jacob. 

Saran: Why are you so hard on that 
poor man? You know what a desper- 
ate struggle he has to make a living. 

Ezra (Angrily): Is that any reason he 
should rob me? Am I responsible for 
his poverty? (A Christmas song is 
heard in the distance.) Do you hear 
that? Is it any wonder that they 
have no money? Wasting their time 
singing when they should be tending 
the sheep! (Lean enters from th 
highway.) Who is this? What is a 
child doing out at this time of night? 

Saran: Why, it’s Leah! (Frtends arm 


31 





kindly. Lean approaches bench.) 
You know Leah — she always comes 
to play with our little girl. 

Ezra: Leah. (Abruptly) You’re Jacob’s 
daughter, aren’t you? 

Lean (Timidly): Yes, sir. 

Ezra (Mutters): 1 thought as much. 
Hmph. 

Saran (Quickly, to Lean, with a frown 
for Ezra): But why aren’t you in 
bed, my dear? It’s very late for 
little girls like you to be out on the 
highway. 

Lean: I did go to bed, but I couldn’t 
sleep. 

izrxA: You couldn’t sleep? Why not? 

LeaAH: Because of the singing. 

Ezra: Those confounded shepherds! I 
knew they would keep people awake. 

Lean: It wasn’t only the shepherds: it 
was the star, too. 

Ezra: What star? 

Leau (Pointing upward): There it is 
right over your stable. It’s not mov- 
ing any more. 

Kzra: Nonsense! It’s just where it has 
been all evening. 

Saran (Julilantly): The child is right, 
Ezra. I tell you the star and the 
song have some special meaning. My 
heart has been singing all day. 

{zRA (Looking at her in amazement): 
Your heart has been singing? 

Saran: Yes. All day long the words of 
an old prophecy have rung in my 
ears, and with them came music as 
sweet as that of the shepherd’s song 
out there on the hills. 

Ezra: An old prophecy? Sarah, are 
you well? You haven’t left this 
bench since the last guest came. You 
have just sat there staring at the 
heavens. 


Saran (Speaking slowly and impres- 
sively): “But thou, Bethlehem, 
though thou be little among the 
thousands of Judah, yet out of thee 
shall he come forth that is to be ruler 
in Israel.”” Those are the words my 
heart has sung all day. And ever 
since I saw that star I have known 
that tonight the prophecy would be 
fulfilled. 

Lean: It shone so brightly into our 
house that I got up and went to the 
hills to listen to the songs of the 
shepherds, and they told me if I fol- 
lowed the star long enough it would 
take me to the place where the child 
was to be born. 

Ezra (Puzzled): The child? 
child? 

Lean: The little Christ Child. The 
shepherds said he would be born in 
a stable, in a manger. And so I fol- 
lowed the star until it stopped right 
above your stable. 

Saran (Awe-struck, touching Ezara’s 
arm): Could it be — 

Ezra (Impatiently): Could what be? 

Saran: That the babe — the Christ 
Child — is to be born in our stable? 

Ezra (Looking at Saran incredulously) : 
You don’t mean to tell me that you 
believe this tale told by those idiot 
shepherds? 

Saran: This night is so full of promise 
and my heart so overflowing with 
strange joy that I believe anything 
could happen. (To Lean) Did the 
star and the singing wake your little 
sick brother? 

Lean: Oh, no. Mother says Samuel can 
sleep through anything. And he’s 
much better now that he has the 
meat broth. 


What 














Ezra (Quickly and suspiciously): Meat 
broth? What meat broth? 

Lean: The broth that Mother made 
from the lamb. 

Ezra (Even more suspicious): And 
where did she get the lamb? 

Lean: Father brought it home night 
before last. 

Ezra: I see. (To Saran) I guess I’d 
better get in touch with Herod’s 
men. The case is clear enough. 
(Rises) 

Saran (Seizing his hand): 1 beg of you, 
Ezra, not now. 

Lean (Suddenly frightened): What — 
what’s the matter? 

Saran (Patting her arm soothingly): 
Nothing at all, dear. Nothing at all. 
Now, why don’t you go home and go 
to bed? Your mother will be worry- 
ing where you are. 

Lean (Reluctantly): Well . . . all right. 
I can hear the singing better from 
the highway, anyhow. (Ezits) 

Sarau (Pleadingly, to Ezra): Ezra, 
please don’t call the soldiers now. 

Ezra: What would you have me do? 
Delay until he can escape? 

Saran (Pleadingly): Only until to- 
morrow. Tonight is too beautiful 
and holy a time. 

Ezra (Shaking his head, perplexed): 
You are ill, Sarah. I have never 
heard you talk like this before. You 
had better see the physician the first 
thing in the morning. 

Saran (Quietly): The great physician 
will heal me of all my ills. 

Ezra (Puzzled): The great physician? 
You mean there is a new physician 
in Bethlehem? (Sits) 

Saraw (Reverently): He will arrive to- 

night. That is the meaning of the 


33 


prophecy and the holy hush in the 
night and the flaming star. (Christ- 
mas song is heard in the distance.) 
And that song the shepherds are 
singing. 

Ezra (Rising. Indignantly): 1 know 
what the song means — those shep- 
herds drinking wine and probably 
feasting on what is left of my lamb. 
(Walks toward inn and calls) Ann! 
Ann! (Turns loward Saran) [ll 
soon put an end to this nonsense. I 
won’t have them disturbing my 
guests with their howling. 

ANN (Entering from inn): Did you call 
me, master? 

Ezra: Yes. (Pointing in the direction 
from which the song has come) Go 
out there and tell Jacob that I want 
to see him immediately. And tell 
those rogues to stop their howling. 
If they don’t, I’ll set Herod’s men 
on them. (ANN walks toward portal.) 
And by the way, Ann, if they are 
eating, notice what kind of meat 
they have. 

Ann: I will, master. (/zits) 

Ezra (Walking toward bench): If I can 
only catch the thief, I'll teach these 
shepherds a lesson. (Sits) You know 
the penalty for stealing. 

Saran: I believe it is death. (Looking 
at Ezra in consternation) You don’t 
mean that you would 

Ezra: I certainly do. Herod has vowed 
to stamp out theft in his kingdom, 
and it’s the duty of all good citizens 
to help him. (Josern enters at 
portal.) 

Saran: Why, that is the old man who 
stopped before near Jacob’s place. 

Ezra: What do you want, old man? 

Josepu: Shelter for the night. A roorn 

















at the inn — the cheapest that you 
have. We have little money. 

Ezra: There is no room at the inn. 
We were full before sunset. You will 
have to look elsewhere. 

JoserH: Isn’t there some place where 
you could put up a bed? We are not 
able to go on. I am old, and my wife 
is weary and ill, and the little donkey 
is lame. We have come a long dis- 
tance ~~ all the way from Nazareth. 

Ezra (Laughing mirthlessly): That's 
not much of a recommendation. You 
Nazarenes have a bad reputation 
hereabouts. We are inclined to doubt 
that any good can come out of 
Nazareth. 

Joseru (Walking a step or two toward 
the portal then turning to face Ezra): 
Isn’t there any room in the stable? 
Couldn’t we sleep in the hay? 

Ezra (Sternly): Of course not, old man. 
I have the reputation of my inn to 
consider. We don’t harbor vagrants 
here. Be on your way! (Josepu 
exits through portal.) 

Saran (Reproachfully): How could you 
do such a wicked thing? 

Ezra: What do you mean, woman? 
Would you have me ruin the good 
name of the inn? (Ruta and Lean 
enter from the inn.) 

Saran (Surprised): Ruth! Leah! 
What are you children doing here? 

Lean (Quickly): I was on my way 
home, but Ruth came out 

Ruta: I got tired of waiting. 

Saran: Waiting for what? 

Ruts: Ann promised me she would tell 
me when the baby came, but I’ve 
not seen Ann since I went to bed. 

Ezra: What baby? (2?ises) 


Rurn: Ann said the Christ Child 
would be here tonight. 

Ezra (Angrily): V’ll have no more of 
this nonsense. That girl Ann is not 
fit to be with our child. Filling her 
head with this superstitious rubbish! 
I see her game. It is all a trick. She 
is trying to betray us into Herod’s 
hands. I'll send her packing to- 
morrow. 

Lean (Taking Ruru’s hand): Let us go 
into the stable to see if the baby is 
there. 

Ruts (To Ezra): May I, Father? 

Ezra (Firmly): Under no conditions. 
You are old enough now not to 
swallow every yarn that these igno- 
rant people tell you. 

Saran (Persuasively): Let the children 
go into the stable, Ezra. It can dono 
harm. If the child is not there, they 
will be convinced and will go back to 
bed. 

Ezra (Insinuatingly): Maybe some- 
body else will be convinced. 

Saran (Quietly): Maybe — and maybe 
not. 

Ezra: Oh, very well. (To Ruts) Go 
ahead. 

Ruta: Oh, thank you, Father. (Moves 
with Lean toward stable.) 

Ezra: Stay only a minute and don’t get 
under the feet of the cattle. (Rutx 
and Lea enter stable. Ezra sits) 

Saran: How silent the night is — as if 
the town, the whole world were 
waiting for some great event! 

Ezra (Sarcastically): Whatever hap- 
pens in Bethlehem? (Christmas song 
is heard in the distance but closer than 
before.) Those confounded shepherds! 
I believe the scoundrels are trying to 
defy me. 











Saran: How beautiful the song is! 
How beautiful and triumphant! And 
it’s getting nearer. 

Ezra: Where is that miserable girl? 
She’s had time enough to tell those 
shepherds what I said. Maybe she 
warned that thieving Jacob he’d 
better go into hiding. (ANN enlers 
through portal and stands there a mo- 
ment looking down the highway. To 
Ann) Oh, there you are at last, 
sluggard! What kept you so long? 
Well, don’t stand there gaping down 
the highway! What do you see — a 
ghost? 

Ann: The dearest little donkey. 

Ezra (To Saran): The girl has lost 
what little mind she had. (To ANN) 
What’s so remarkable about a 
donkey? You see dozens of them 
every day. 

Ann: But this one is so small and 


weak. It’s lame. An old man is 
leading it. And on its back is a 
woman. 


Ezra: Haven’t those tramps left yet? 

Ann: They have stopped by the side of 
the stable. The man is helping the 
woman down from the donkey’s 
back. Why — why, that’s strange. 

Ezra: What’s strange, stupid? 

ANN: It’s Jacob’s donkey. I know him 
by that white splotch on his side. 

Ezra: I didn’t know that scamp owned 
a donkey. Probably sold him to this 
old man at an exorbitant price. 
That makes his theft of my lamb 
even a greater crime. He had money 
enough to buy it. 

Sarau: You have no proof that he stole 
the lamb. 

Ezra (Sarcastically): I suppose Jacob 





feeds his child lamb stew as a daily 
diet? 

Saran: If he sold the donkey, he could 
buy meat in the village. 

Ezra: How gullible you are! Would a 
scamp like Jacob buy meat when he 
could steal it? (7 ANN) Come here, 
girl. 

Ann (Walking toward bench): That 
woman looks so sick and tired. 

Ezra (Sternly) : Forget the old man and 
the woman and the donkey, simple- 
ton! Did you tell the shepherds 
what I sent you for? Did you warn 
them about their singing? Did you 
explain that if it continued I would 
turn them over to Herod’s men? 

Ann: I told them all you said, master, 
but it made no difference. 

Ezra (Indignantly): It made no differ- 
ence? Those impudent knaves! 
Why not? 

Ann: They were wild with joy — sing- 
ing, and dancing and pointing to the 
star. They said an old man in the 
village —- a prophet they called him 
— had told them the Christ Child 
would be born tonight. 

Ezra: A likely story! Those good-for- 
nothing shepherds were making sport 
of you. Probably invented the tale 
and the prophet and — 

Ann: Oh, no master. I met this old 
man — the prophet — in the village 
yesterday, and he told me that — 

Ezra (Impatiently): Enough of this 
gabbling. What of Jacob? Did you 
give him my message? 

Ann: He wasn’t there. 

Ezra: Wasn’t there? More proof of his 
guilt. 

ANN (Persistently): But you ought to 








know, master, that the shepherds 
are on their way here. 

Ezra (Astounded): On their way here? 
For what? 

Ann: They expect to find the Christ 
Child in your stable. They said the 
star was guiding them here. (A 
Christmas song is heard not far off) 

Saran: They are much closer now. 
Ezra, I beg of you, when the shep- 
herds get here, please 

Ezra (Slapping his knee, struck by a 
sudden thought): You have given me 
an idea! (To ANN) Ann, run after 
that old man and tell him that he 
and his wife may sleep in the stable, 
provided they leave in the morning 
before our guests are up. 

Ann (Walking toward portal): V'll tell 
him, master. 

Ezra: And tell him to take the donkey 
in, also. (Laughs. ANN exits) 

Saran (Perplexed): Why, what hap- 
pened, Ezra? What made you 
change your mind? 

Ezra: I’m going to give those stupid 
shepherds a surprise. They will 
come to the stable expecting to find 
a child, and all they’ll see will be an 
old man and his wife and a donkey. 
(Laughs) What a joke on them! 
(A Wise MAN enters, followed by his 
two companions, each carrying a 
small casket. Ezra rises and bows 
obsequiously.) You are welcome, 
gentlemen. How may I serve you? 

ist Wise Man: We want accommoda- 
tions for the night — the best that 
you have. 

Ezra (Hesitantly): I regret, sir, that 
the inn is full. If I had only known 
you were coming, I would have re- 
served my finest chambers. 
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2np Wise Man: Is there nothing that 
you can do? The night is far ad- 
vanced. We have had a long journey 
and are very tired. We came to this 
inn because we knew the King would 
be here. 

Ezra (Amazed): The King? Oh, yes, 
of course. My inn is patronized by 
the great of all the world. 

3xp Wise Man (Turning away): But 
if you can’t take care of us, we shall 
have to — 

Ezra: Wait! Something has just oc- 
curred to me. There is a thief about. 
He has already stolen one of my best 
lambs. If he gets a chance, he may 
try to rob my guests. It’s my duty 
to stay up all night to see that their 
belongings are not stolen. I shall 
not go to bed. You may have my 
room. It is large and airy, overlook- 
ing the hills. We can move two extra 
beds in there for your companions. 

Ist Wise Man: You are very kind. 
Can we be shown there at once? 

Ezra: Certainly. (To ANN) Show these 
gentlemen to my room and have two 
beds brought in from the storeroom. 

Ann: Yes, master. (To the Wise Men) 
Come with me, gentlemen. (Fol- 
lowed by the Wise Men, exits through 
the inn door) 

Ezra (Sitting on bench and rubbing his 
hands in satisfaction): Aren’t you 
proud of your husband? 

Saran (Quietly): Proud of him for 
what? For begrudging that poor 
couple even a place in the straw of 
his stable and then giving up his own 
room to three men because they were 
of high station and evidently had 
unlimited funds? 


Ezra: Sarah, are you mad? Do you 








suppose I would permit those miser- 
able vagabonds to occupy my room? 

Saran (Calmly): No, I don’t suppose 
you would. But you let those oc- 
cupy it who need it much less. 

Ezra (Angrily): How blind you are! 
You saw that these men were of high 
station. Those caskets they have are 
probably worth a king’s ransom. 
You heard what they said — the 
King is coming here. Do you know 
what that means? Herod intends to 
visit them. Only the great of the 
world could expect such an honor. 
Herod may arrive at any moment 
now. We shall have to be careful of 
what we say. Guard your tongue. 
(Jacos enters through portal. Ezra 
rises) What do you want, Jacob, you 
rogue? Came sneaking back here, I 
suppose, to rob my guests. 

Jacos: I came here to explain and ask 
forgiveness. I killed your lamb. I 
slaughtered it so that my little boy 
might have meat. 

Ezra: You are a thief — just a com- 
mon thief, and I will deal with you 
accordingly. 

Jacos: I am not a thief. I had permis- 
sion to slaughter the lamb and pay 
later. 

Ezra: A likely story! Who gave you 
permission? Was it I? Was it my 
wife? 

Jacos: Neither of you, Ezra. You 
were in the village, and Sarah was 
out in the fields, and so I asked Ruth. 
She said I could take the lamb and 
pay for it when I was able. 

Ezra: You ask me to believe that you 
bargained with a child for my prop- 
erty? Even you are not so stupid as 
to believe such a contract would be 
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binding in the eyes of the law. 

Jacos: I’m just a simple man, Ezra; I 
know nothing of the law. 

Ezra: Well, you’re going to learn 
something about the law pretty 
soon. I’ll wager you got wind of the 
fact that I meant to turn you over to 
Herod’s men. I guess that worthless 
Ann warned you. 

Jacos: No! I beg you to believe. It was 
after I saw the angel that I made up 
my mind to tell you. 

Ezra (Laughing mirthlessly): An angel! 
What company you are for an angel! 

Jacos: I was watching Laban’s sheep 
for him when an angel appeared to 
us shepherds. And the angel said, 
“T bring you good tidings of great 
joy. Unto you is born this day a 
Saviour, which is Christ the Lord.” 
And suddenly the hills were as 
bright as a summer noon, and the air 
was filled with music, lovelier than 
the song of many birds, and a multi- 
tude of angels sang to us, “Glory to 
God in the highest, and on earth 
peace, good will toward men.” It 
was then I knew I had to see you 
and explain. 

Ezra (Sneeringly): What a beautiful 
yarn! Since you tend Laban’s sheep, 
why didn’t you take one of his lambs, 
rather than mine? 

Jacos: He has no lambs. 
full-grown. 

Ezra: I see. (Points to stool) Sit on that 
stool where I can watch you. (Jacos 
walks to stool) And don’t try to 
escape. 

Jacos (Sitting): What do you mean to 
do with me? 

Ezra: Herod and his men will be here 
soon. I shall turn you over to one of 
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his guard. I don’t believe a word of 
your wild tale. I’ll soon prove that 
you are lying. (Calls) Ruth! Ruth! 
(To Jacon) Trying to hide behind a 
child, are you? 

Ruts (Entering from stable): Were you 
calling me, Father? 

Ezra: Yes, my child. (Points to Jacogn) 
Take a close look at that man. 
(Ruta looks at Jacon) I suppose you 
know him. 

Ruru: Of course! He is Leah’s father. 
Ezra: Did you tell him he might have 
one of my lambs if he paid later? 
Ruta (Shamefaced): Yes yes — I 
did, Father. His little boy was sick— 
and he had no money — and he had 
to have meat — and I —I- 

Ezra (Sternly): Say no more about it, 
my child. You are too young to 
understand that you helped this man 
commit a crime. And now you may 
run back and bring Leah here. 

Ruta: Thank you, Father. 
through stable door) 

Ezra (To Jacon): You have done a 
contemptible thing. The law will 
take its course. 


(Exits 


Jacos (Imploringly): I beg of you, 
show me some mercy. Think of my 
poor wife and my little girl and my 
sick boy. I'll pay you for the lamb 
just as soon as I can. 

Ezra (Scornfully): Pay? Out of what? 
Out of the money you took from 
that couple from Nazareth for a 
feeble old donkey? 

Joseru (Entering from stable): Pardon 
me, sir, but I couldn’t help hearing 
you. 

Ezra (To Joseru. Angrily): What are 
you doing here? You were to stay 
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in the stable until you left in the 
morning. 

Joseru: I came to ask for mercy for 
this poor man, even as he has shown 
mercy to me. He didn’t sell us that 
donkey: he gave it to us. I saw his 
wretched dwelling and his sick child. 
Because he has suffered much he 
should be forgiven much. 

Ezra: I’ll ask your advice when I need 
it. Get back into the stable. 

Joseru: Very well. (Turns toward 
stable) I have spoken. (Enters stable) 

Ezra (To Jacos): I suppose your 
miserable companions know what 
you have done? I’d wager they 
helped you slaughter the lamb. 

Jacos (Earnestly): They know nothing 
about it. They are innocent. 

Ezra: Well, I hope what is going to 
happen to you will be a warning to 
them. They will learn soon enough 
how Herod deals with dishonesty. 

Saran (Imploringly): Ezra, in the 
name of the child to be born tonight, 
I beg you to have pity on this poor 
man. He intended no wrong. Have 
you always been scrupulous? Today 
you have charged double what our 
rooms are worth. 

Ezra: Only because of the taxing 
season. People are crowding into 
Bethlehem to pay their taxes. There’s 
not an innkeeper within ten miles 
who is not taking advantage of this 
opportunity to make money. (The 
Taree Wise MEN enter from the inn, 
carrying caskets. ) 

Ist Wise Man: The hour is at hand. 

Ezra (Rising, perplexed): The hour? 
What hour? 

Ist Wise Man (Indicating caskets): 
The hour when we are to present our 








gifts to the Prince of Peace. 

Ezra (Embarrassed): Why — I — I 
didn’t know there was any prince 
near here. If I — Where is he? 

2np Wise Man: Even now he lies 
within your stable walls. He was 
born there—in a manger. The 
Saviour of mankind. 

Jacos (Bowing his head): To think 
that I have no gift to bring! 

3rD Wise Man: Why, my friend, you 
have given much. When you gave 
his father and mother that donkey, 
you sacrificed one of the few things 
you have of any value. That little 
animal has borne on his weary back 
the hope of the world. 

Ezra (Bewildered, sinking wpon bench): 
I can’t believe that — that wretched 
couple could be the parents of 
(Lean enters from stable, followed by 
Ruta, both excited.) 

Lean (Advancing to bench): Look at 
Ruth. She sang and danced all the 
way back from the fields. 

Saran: What is it, Ruth? 
you so happy? 

Ruts: When we went into the stable 
there was nobody there, and so Leah 
and I ran out into the fields to hear 
the shepherds sing. When we came 
back to the stable, we saw a little 
child in the manger. And, all of a 
sudden, I felt happier than I have 
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ever been in my life. We ran out 
into the fields to tell the shepherds 
that the baby had been born. 

Saran (Reverently): I thank God that 
he has come. It means the dawn of 
a new day for all the world. (Turn- 
ing to Ezra) And now do you be- 
lieve? 

Ezra: I — I do believe. God, forgive 
my unbelief. 

2np Wise Man: Let us take our gifts to 
the Child. 

Ezra (Miserably): I have nothing to 
take him. I am not worthy even to 
look upon him. 

Ist Wise Man: But you do have some- 
thing. You can offer him one of the 
gifts that will please him most — 
compassion. (Points to Jacon) This 
poor man did not intend to do any 
wrong. The moment that you for- 
give him you will be worthy to kneel 
before the King. (A Christmas song is 
heard. The Wise Men advance 
toward stable as shepherds enter yard 
through portal. A part of the stable 
wall is drawn aside, revealing the 
tableau of the manger. All drop to 
their knees except Ezra, who covers 
his face with his hands for a moment, 
and then he, too, kneels in an attitude 
of adoration.) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 40) 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 


A Sone In THE NIGHT 
(Play on pages 31-39) 

Characters: 6 male; 5 female; male extras for 
Shepherds. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: 7 ropriate dress of the period. 
The Wise } a wear rich Oriental clothing. 

Properties: 3 ornate caskets for the Wise Men; 
a doll representing the Christ Child in the 
tableau scene, also cradle and hay or straw. 

Setting: The yard of the inn at Bethlehem. 
Downstage center stands a bench. A stool 
stands at downstage right. The right wall 
is the front wall of the inn; in this wall is an 
exit leading inside the inn. In the left wall 
is a portal opening on the highway. The 
rear wall is the rear of the stable; in this 
wall, right of center, is a door. A part of 
this wall should be so constructed that it 
can be drawn aside at the end of the play 
when the tableau of the manger is presented. 

Lighting: No special effects except at end of 
play, when the scene should be brightly 
illuminated, if possible. 
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Part Two Middle Grades 
The Chosen One 
by Lucille M. Duvall 
Characters His father felt the time ill spent 
NARRATOR Throughout most of the year, 


Pére Micuaupn, a sheep herder 
Misfé Micnaup, his wife 
Fevix Micuaup, their son 
Pre ReyYNouLp, a neighbor 
Counr Brernarp, a nobleman 
Lapy Exinor, his daughter 
Puiuip, a little crippled lad 
Prerre, leader of carolers 
Girt CAROLER 
OruER CAROLERS 
MEMBERS OF THE PROCESSION 
Figures or Nariviry SCENE 
CHoir 
ReADER OF BrBie Story 
PROLOGUE 
NARRATOR: 
In far Sur Vane, in northern France, 
This Christmas tale is told 
And though it’s passed from son to 
S500 
It never has grown old. 


It tells about a peasant poor 

Who tended to his sheep 

Through summer’s sun and winter 
wind 

Yet barely earned his keep. 


He had a son, Felix, by name, 
Who loved to carve at night 
Exquisite figurines and molds 
That filled him with delight. 


But let him work to make a créche 
When Christmas time drew near. 


For then in every single home 
A miniature town was made 
Amid toy beasts in stable bed 
A tiny Christ Child laid. 


With tender care the good folk 
carved 

Each little house and tree. 

The animals, the manger scene, 

Were there for all to see. 


To such a home we take you now, 
A peasant’s cottage bare. 
It’s the day before Christmas, early 
morn, 
And all the family’s there. 
SCENE | 

Time: Long, long ago. Early morning, 
the day before Christmas. 

Serrinc: A humble French peasant’s 
cottage. A créche occupies a prominent 
position in the room. 

Ar Rise: Misé Micuavup bustles back 
and forth between table and hearth, 
preparing the Christmas cakes and 
humming happily all the while. Pkre 
Micnaup sits near table, lacing his 
boots. 

Pires Micnaup: Mmmmm! Your 
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cakes smell as fine as ever, my dear. 

Misé Micuaup: No one in Sur Vane 
is fonder of his pompou and fougasse 
at Christmas time than my Pére 
Michaud. And such fine cakes they 
are this year! (Displaying cakes 
proudly) See how grand they are. 
(PEre Micnaup sniffs apprecia- 
tively.) We shall sup well tonight. 
Let visitors come and be welcome. 
There is enough for all. 

Pére Micuaup (Grumbling): A feast 
tonight and a famine tomorrow. It’s 
all a poor shepherd can do to get 
bread for his family and keep the 
wolf from the door — and you talk 
of feeding the neighbors with the 
best in the house. 

Misfé Micuavup: Christmas is a gra- 
cious season, and we shall keep it so, 
if there’s no more than a crust of 
bread to bless and share with others. 
(A knock at the door is heard.) 

Pre Micuaup (As he goes to the door): 
That will be Pére Reynould. We’re 
to go together to the woods for our 
Yule logs. Come in, good friend 
you look half frozen. 

Pére Reyvnoup (Lntering and stamp- 
ing his feet with cold): It turns bitter 
cold will before the 
midnight hour, I fear. Greetings, 
Misé Michaud, and the best of the 
season’s joy to you. 

Misé Micnaup: And to you, good 
friend. What tidings do you bring? 

Pére Reynovup: Good tidings about 
the festival. The cathedral is 
decorated and ready. The choir is 
even now practicing and pilgrims 
from far and near have gathered for 
the service tonight. But the roads, 
I fear, are blocked with snow and it 


and worsen 
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comes down thicker by the moment. 
But where’s my young friend, Felix? 

Misé Micuaup: With Beppo, his lamb, 
in the sheepfold there. (Nods in 
direction of inner door) \ declare, the 
boy has hardly slept or eaten these 
last few days—-what with combing, 
washing, and brushing that lamb of 
his and working on his figures for 
the créche. 

Pkre REYNOULD to the 
créche and examining i closely): 
It is a fine créche. I’ve seen all in 
the village and there’s not one can 
hold a candle to this one the lad’s 
carved. One would swear the sheep 
are grazing on that grass and the 
cows chewing their cuds in content- 
ment. This is no common lad, 
Michaud. The boy has talent that 
should not be wasted here in a sheep 
herder’s cottage. 

Pére Micnaup: Let there be no more 
of such talk lest the boy hear you. 
There are enough foolish notions in 
his head now. For days and nights 
now he has been carving on a little 
figure he carries in his pocket and 
will show no one. There’s no time 
for such foolery in a sheep herder’s 
life. Let the boy build his créche 
at Christmas, then let him put his 
knife away until the next season. 
I tell you he’s too occupied with 
carving. I like it not. 

Pkre Reynouup: Why not let him be 
a wood carver if he likes it so well? 

Pére Micuavup: And starve to death? 
It’s little enough a carver can make 
unless he studies under a master, 
and I’ve no money for that. No, 
he shall be a sheep herder just as 
his father and his father’s father, 
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and his great-grandfather before 
him. Then, at least, there will be 
loaves of bread to feed the family 
when I am grown too old and feeble 
to work any more. 

Pére ReyNouvp: And may it be a long 
day before that comes to pass, good 
friend. (Raises voice) Felix, Felix, 
come talk to your old friend and 
stop wasting time on those old 
sheep. 

Fevix (Entering from sheepfold): Good 
morning, Pére Reynould, I didn’t 
hear you come in. I have to comb 
and brush little Beppo. Oh, I hope 
he will be chosen! 

Misfé Micnaup: Don’t set your heart 
on it, little one. 
many there. 

Fevix: You know lambs well, Pére 
Reynould —do you think Beppo 
has a chance? I have washed him 
and brushed him until he is as 
beautiful as an angel. And I have 
trained him to lie quietly so he will 
not disturb the beauty of the manger 
scene when the time of offering 
comes. Do you think he will be 
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chosen? 

Pkre ReyYNovuLp: So goes the talk in 
the village. I have heard none who 
felt other Jambs could measure up 
to your Beppo. 

Pére Micuaup: Come, Reynould, let 
us be on our way. Felix, be sure to 
hang out some sheaves for the 
hungry birds. 

Misé Micnuaup: And I have promised 
the good sisters that I would look 
in on poor sick Misé Matin and 
try to make her day a little happier. 
(Takes shawl from wall and wraps 
up some of the Christmas cakes to 


take with her) Be a good boy, Felix, 
and finish your créche. ’Twill be late 
evening before your father and I 
get back. Keep the fire going and 
watch the last of the cakes that are 
in the oven. When you get hungry, 
help yourself. There is plenty pre- 
pared. 

Pére Micnaup: Yes, lad, and see that 
you don’t stir outside the door. 
The snow falls fast and it’s no fit 
day for little ones to be abroad alone. 
Come, Mother, Reynould and I will 
see you to Misé Matin’s on our way 
to the big woods. 

Pére Reynouvp: Au revoir then, for 
now, little Felix. I shall see you 
tonight in all your glory when Beppo 
becomes the chosen one, is it not so? 

Fevix: I hope so. Au revoir, Pére 
Reynould. Au revoir, Mama and 
Papa. I shall do exactly as you say. 
I’ve much work to do before mid- 
night, too. (He touches his jacket 
pocket lovingly as the three exit. He 
busies himself about the kitchen for a 
few minutes, then sits down and taking 
a figurine of the Christ Child from his 
pocket, becomes completely absorbed 
in his carving. He is aroused by the 
sound of laughing and singing outside 
and goes to the door. There is much 
loud stamping and confusion. Voices 
call, ‘Felix, Feliz, where are you?’’) 
Here, good friends, come in. (A 
troop of youngsters enter with much 
jostling and laughing.) 

PrerRE: We’ve been to the woods and 
gathered laurel and evergreens. Now 
we’re on our way to sing carols to 
the shut-ins. Can you come with us? 

Feiix: Not today, Pierre. Papa has 
gone for the Yule log and Mama 








has gone to help poor Misé Matin. 
So I must stay here and watch the 
cakes and keep the fire going. 

Girt Caroier: Oh, what a shame! 
(In sudden delight) But Felix, then 
you are a shut-in. We should carol 
for you. 

CaRro.ers: Yes, let’s. 

Feuix (Laughing): That will be won- 
derful! And when you have finished 
singing, I shall give each one of you 
one of Mama’s Christmas cakes. 
(Takes them from oven) See, they are 
fresh from the oven. 

Prexre: It’s a bargain. Come, let’s 
sing! (CaroLers sing while Feux 
listens appreciatively. When they have 
jinished he applauds vigorously.) 

Feurx: Bravo! Bravo! You are in 
fine voice today. Now here are 
your cakes. (Passes cakes to the 
group) 

Pierre: Many thanks, Felix, and 
than your good mother, too. Tell 
her we know now it’s no idle boast 
that Misé Michaud’s Christmas 
cakes are the best in the village. 
(Group murmurs appreciatively) But 
before we go, may we see Beppo? 

Fe.ix: You shall see him tonight for 
sure. Now he is resting and I would 
rather not disturb him. 

Prerre: Well then, Felix, until to- 
night. We shall see you at service. 
(Feuix sees them to the door and is 
about to return to his carving when 
Purip, one of the littlest carolers who 
walks with a decided limp, slips back 
into the room) 

Pur: Felix? 

Feuix (Starts suddenly and hides his 
carving): Philip, I thought you had 
gone with the others. 


Pup: It’s hard for me to walk in 
the snow and I would only hold the 
others back. My brother Brian’s 
sled is just outside and I shall ride 
home with him. But before I go, 
Felix, may I take one little peep at 
Beppo? The snow may be too thick 
for me to come to the midnight 
service and I shall not see him 
chosen. I’ve never seen the service. 

Fe.ix: Sit here, Philip, by the fire. 
But suppose Beppo is not the chosen 
one? 

Puiip: But he will be. Everyone says 
so. Aren’t you proud of him, Felix? 

Feuix: There are but two things I 
want of life, Philip, and that is one 
of them. I love little Beppo as I 
have never loved anything before. 
Of course I shall be proud if he is 
chosen. (Sighs softly, then speaks in 
a hushed and reverent voice) I wish 
you could see the service, Philip. 
It is so beautiful that it would make 
you cry; the soft music, the quiet, 
and the lighted candles making a 
pattern in the dark. And there 
kneeling are rows and rows of people 
with their eyes fixed on the altar. 

Puitip: Mama told me about that. 
And on the altar are Mary and 
Joseph and the Baby Jesus. 

Feurx: Yes. Then at midnight there 
is a peal of bells and the cathedral 
doors are opened and the great pro- 
cession enters. 

Pui: Tell me about the procession, 
Felix. You’ve seen it, haven’t you? 

Fe.ix: Yes, last year. First there come 
four peasants with their flutes and 
flagolets. They sing the song good 
King René made up three hundred 
years ago for this very ceremony. 








Behind them walk ten shepherds, 
two by two. The first carries a staff 
and a bowl of fruit, the second a 
pair of pigeons. All the others carry 
lighted candles. Last of all comes 
the offering for the Christ Child, 
the chosen lamb. 

Puitie: Carried by his owner, my 
mama says. She told me it was the 
greatest honor that can come to any- 
one in Sur Vane to have his lamb 
chosen. 

Fevix: That is why I have worked so 
hard on my Beppo. Stay here, by 
the fire, Philip, and I’ll bring him 
to you. (He goes out. There is a 
moment of silence, then Fru.tx’s 
voice is heard, puzzled at first but 
gradually rising in fear and ap- 
prehension.) Beppo! Beppo! Where 
are you, little one? (/n panic) The 
door — it’s open! (Fading off into 
the distance) Beppo! Beppo! Where 
are you, Beppo? 

Puiiip (Hobbling to the sheepfold door): 
Felix, what happened? Felix, Felix, 
please come back. You will be lost 
in the snow. Your coat, Felix, you 
will freeze to death without your 
coat. (Crosses back to outside door, 
crying as curtain closes) He will 
surely be lost. Oh, what shall I do? 

CURTAIN 
*_* *& * 
ScENE 2 

Tre: Late afternoon of the same day. 

Serrinc: Same as Scene 1. 

At Rise: The room is deserted as the 
curtain opens. The silence is broken 
by a knock at the door, then another 
and another. Finally the door opens 
to admit Count Bernarp and his 
daughter, EL1INoR. 
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Exinor: There is no one here, Papa. 
Perhaps we should not come in like 
this. 

Count Bernarp: The good people of 
Sur Vane are noted for their hos- 
pitality. Not one of them would 
turn us from his door on a day like 
this. We shall wait here for a while 
and perhaps the owner of the cottage 
will return. There’s little hope of 
getting our horses out of that snow- 
drift unless I can find help. Besides 
you are much too tired and cold to 
go on further without a little rest. 

Evinor (Throwing off her coat and look- 
ing around): The heat will revive 
me. I feel better already. This is a 
curious room, isn’t it? 

Count Bernarp (Laughing): Because 
your home is a castle, must everyone 
else live in one, too? 

Exrnor: Oh, no, Papa. I don’t mean 
that. This is much more home-like 
than the big cold rooms of the castle. 
It looks so lived in and cozy. (Notices 
créche) Look, they even have a 
créche. 

Count Bernarp: Of course! Every 
family in France, rich or poor, has 
a eréche for the Christmas season. 
(Crossing to the fireplace) The good 
folk of the cottage must have been 
out overlong. The fire grows low. 
I'll replenish it. (Puts another log 
on the fire) 

Exinor: Do come and look at the 
créche, Papa. It is such a beautiful 
one. I’ve never seen its like. 

Count Bernarp: Come now. After 
all the money I’ve spent to make 
yours the finest available. Such in- 
gratitude! 

Evinor: Oh, I’m truly grateful, Papa. 








But do look at these figures. Are 
they not beautiful? 

Count Bernarp (Examining them 
carefully): They are the work of a 
great master. How came they in 
such a humble cottage, I wonder? 
They must be priceless. 

Exinor: All of them are of the same 
fine workmanship. See. There are 
the sheep, the donkeys, and all of 
the other animals. How proudly 
Joseph stands, and how lovely 
Mary looks. (Ezclaims in surprise) 
There’s no Christ Child in the 
manger. I wonder why. (Before the 
Count can answer, the door to the 
sheepfold opens and FELIx comes 
sadly in, cold, tired, and wet. He 
goes to the fireplace and leans his head 
on the mantel, so preoccupied with his 
grief that he does not notice the 
strangers at the créche. The Count 
goes quietly to the bereaved lad and 
lays his hand gently on his shoulder. 
As Feurx looks up in alarm he 
speaks compasssionately. ) 

Count Bernarp: I’m sorry, lad. 
didn’t mean to startle you. 

Frevix (Regaining his composure with 
difficulty): That’s all right, sir. I 
didn’t see you. I was thinking of 
my poor Beppo. 

Count Brernarp: Your Beppo? 

Fevix: My little lamb. He ran away 
from me this morning and though 
I’ve searched everywhere, I cannot 
find him. 

Exinor: Oh, what a shame! Papa 
can’t we give the little boy another 
lamb? 

Feuix: Thank you but I—I don’t want 
another lamb. 

Count Bernarp: Of course. 


I 


We un- 
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derstand. This is my daughter, 
Elinor. I am Count Bernard of 
Bois Varne. We came for the festival 
tonight but were delayed by the 
storm. Our carriage is stuck in a 
snowdrift just down the road and 
I thought I might find help here. 

Fevrx: I am Felix Michaud. My 
father and mother have both gone 
out, but I will be happy to help you. 

Count Bernarp: You are in a sad 
state, little one, and I think you’d 
better get yourself warm and dried 
out before the family returns. I'll 
go on to the next house and see if 
I can find help there. But may my 
Lady Elinor stay by the fire until 
the carriage is ready to take her 
to the inn? 

Fe.ix: I shall be very happy to have 
her stay, sir. 

Count Bernarp (Patting his little 
daughter on the head): 1’\\ not be long. 
Be careful now that you do not 
talk poor Felix to death. And mind 
now, no questions. 

Exinor ([ndulgently): Oh, Papa! (She 
regards Fe.LIx intently as her FaruER 
leaves. He seems ill at ease under her 
scrutiny and she speaks as if to dispel 
his embarassment) Have you any 
brothers or sisters, Felix? 

Fe.ix: Nay. There were three but all 
died save me. 

Evinor: I, too, am the only one. So 
you see we are very much alike. 
But you have a mama, haven’t you? 

Feirx: Of course. Everyone has a 


mama. 
Exinor: I haven’t. At least not any 
more. My mama went to live in 


heaven when I was very young. But 
see, I have a picture of her. (She 





opens the locket she wears around her 
neck and shows it to FEvix) 

Fr.ix: She was very beautiful. 

Evinor: Yes. And my papa says she 
was as kind as she was beautiful. 
Everyone loved her. Even the 
servants cry when her name is 
mentioned. 

Fevrx (Awed): You have servants? 

EvLiInor: So many I cannot count them.” 
But I am very lonesome for my 
mama. You can not guess how very 
sad it is to lose some one you love 
very much. 

Fe.ix: But I can. 
about my Beppo. 

Ex.inor: A lamb! 
many lambs. 
another lamb. 

Feiix: But Beppo was different. He 
was the most beautiful lamb in all 
Sur Vane. Everyone said so. 

Ex.rnor: I am so sorry that you lost 
him, Felix. 

Fevix: Tonight at the festival he 
would have been chosen as the 
offered lamb. I know he would. 
I’ve prayed for it so long and I felt 
so certain, 

Evinorn: We would have seen him 
chosen, for that is why we came to 
Sur Vane — to see the great festival. 
Papa has often told me about the 
procession of the chosen lamb and 
now [ am to see it at last. (As 
FeLIx appears about to cry again) 
Don’t be sad, Felix. Come, | will 
help you look for the lamb. 

Fetrx: Nay. ’Tis no use. I have 
scoured the hills and woods this 
livelong day. If Beppo were still 
alive he would have come when he 
heard me call. 


That is how I feel 


But there are so 
You can always get 
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Ex.inor: I do not believe he is dead. 
For surely the good Saviour watches 
over his lambs, even the littlest of 
them. (Attempting to rouse him from 
his apathy) This is such a beautiful 
créche. Did you help to set it up? 

Fe.ix: It is mine alone. I made every 
bit of it with my own fingers. 

Exinor (Incredulously): You made the 
figures, Felix? All of them? 

Feuix: Yes. I love to carve. My father 
has but little patience with me and 
scolds me when he finds me working 
at it. But at night when my work is 
done, I slip back down by the fire 
and carve as long as I can keep my 
eyes open. 

Euinor: I can’t believe you really 
made them. Papa says they are 
the work of a master. 

Freuix: But surely he jests. | am but 
a boy and have no training. 

Exinor: No. Papa meant it. And he 
would know even Pére 
Verduin says there is no judge as 
good as Papa. 

Feurx: Pére Verduin! The master 
carver! You know Pére Verduin? 

Exvinor: He lives with us. He and 
Papa grew up together. They are 
like brothers. That is why I am 
sure that Papa knows about the 
figures. 

Feuix: I have always dreamed about 
some day meeting Pére Verduin. He 
carved the portals on the great 
cathedral. Whenever I am sad or 
unhappy I go to see the master 
carver’s work. And to think that 
you know him! 

Evinor: He is a nice man. The very 
nicest man I know — next to Papa. 
You will like him, Felix. 


because 














Feuix: Like him! Why, it would be 
the greatest honor of my life even 
to see Pére Verduin. 

Exvinor: I know he would like your 
work if he could but see it. 

Feux: That will never be. Besides 
I would not dare to show my figures 
to the great master. I have only 
this old knife to carve with and there 
is so much I must learn. 

Exinor: Well, I think they are beauti- 
ful, Felix. And even though I have 
some that Pére Verduin carved for 
me, I would give almost anything 
to have one like yours. 

Fevix: Would you put this in your 
créche? 

Exinor: The Christ Child? But it is 
for your créche. (As Fer.ix con- 
tinues to hold it out to her) It is so 
very, very beautiful. How could you 
bear the thought of parting with it? 
It must be the most beautiful thing 
in the world. 

Feuix: Please take it. I want you to 
have it. It makes me feel better 
about Beppo, somehow or other. I 
think I would have died of losing 
him if you had not told me about 
the Saviour and the lambs. (Be- 
seechingly) You do believe he watches 
over them? (At Exinor’s silent nod 
of assent) If I could have my 
Beppo back I’d never, never be 
vain or want too much again. (As 
ELinor is about to answer there is an 
excited shout and Puttar bursts into 
the room carrying a bundle in his 
arms. ) 

Puiuip: I’ve found him, Felix! 
found him! 

Fetix: Not Beppo? Not my Beppo? 

Pur: Yes, it’s Beppo. I found him 


I’ve 


in Brother Brian’s wolf trap. Some- 
thing has been bothering our sheep 
lately so Brian has set a trap for him. 

Feurx (Taking the lamb from Puiip 
and cradling it gently in his arms): 
My poor Beppo! My poor little one! 

Putuip: He’s not hurt, Felix. He’s just 
cold and frightened. 

Exrtnor: But how did you know he was 
in the trap? 

Pumip: I didn’t, but I felt so badly 
about Felix losing his Beppo that I 
decided to help him. I’m too 
crippled to go a long way, especially 
in a storm. So I looked everywhere 
I could think of in the neighborhood. 
Somehow I felt that Beppo couldn’t 
have gone far alone. The trap was 
the last place I looked and there 
he was. 

Feuix: Bless you, Philip. I can never 
repay you for finding him. 

Pump: I shall be paid back when I 
see him in the procession tonight. 

Fe.rx: But he will not be in the pro- 
cession. 

Pup and Exvinor (In unison): Not 
in the procession! 

Feuix: I promised that if I got my 
Beppo back I should not again be 
vain and proud. I shall wash and 
brush him as carefully as ever but 
he shall stay safely at home. 

Pap: Oh, Felix. 

“Linon: I think you are the bravest 
boy I ever met, Felix. Papa has 
read me stories about how knights 
win a token from their ladies after 
doing a brave deed. I shall be your 
lady, Felix, and this token shall 
bring you good luck. (Takes ribbon 
from her hair and pins it on FE.tx) 

Purp (Who has wandered to the win- 











dow): The snow has stopped. It 
will be a good night after all. 
CURTAIN 
**_* * * 
SCENE 3 

Time: Just before midnight. 

Serrinc: Outdoors, in front of the 
cathedral. Nove: This scene may be 
played before the curtain. 

Berorte Rise: Fevrx appears before 
the curtain, a sad and lonely figure. 
Children jostle past him, calling him, 
but he does not hear them. Various 
groups move back and forthand there is 
a growing feeling of excitement as the 
procession begins to gather. Suddenly, 
ELinor slips out of the shadows and 
joins FEuix. 

Feuix: Elinor, what are you doing 
here? Why aren’t you in the pro- 
cession? 

Exinor: I couldn’t find you although 
I looked everywhere. Suddenly I 
remembered what you had said 
about coming to gaze at the carvings 
on the portals when you felt sad 
and lonely. You are sad and lonely, 
aren’t you, Felix? 

Feuix: Yes, but it is wicked to feel so. 
I wanted only my Beppo back and 
I should be happy that he is safe 
at home, instead of grieving because 
he cannot be the chosen one. 

Exinor: Felix, I have some glad news 
for you. Perhaps it will lighten your 
heart. Papa took your Christ Child 
to Pére Verduin. He said you had 
the touch of an artist. 

Fe.ix: Pére Verduin? But he is not 


here. 
Exinor: Yes, he is. That was my 
surprise. But I dared not tell you 


for fear it would prove to be another 


disappointment. He came to the 
festival, too. 

Feurx: Pére Verduin here in Sur Vane! 
And he liked my work? I cannot be- 
lieve it. 

Exinor: And you are to go back home 
with us and study with him. He 
says you will be a greater master 
than he. 

Freirx: Oh, that could never be . . . be- 
sides, Papa would never let me go. 

Exvinor: Oh, but he will. My father 
has already talked to him and made 
all the arrangements. 

Pure (Running up to him as fast as 
his crippled leg will carry him): 
Felix! Felix! Come quick! The pro- 
cession is forming and you are to 
carry Beppo. He has been chosen. 

Fevrx: But—but he couldn’t. I 
left him home. He is not here. 

Puitip: You must forgive me, Felix, 
but I brought him after you had 
gone. I could not believe the good 
Savior helped me to find him only 
to have him left in the sheepfold. 
I must have been right, for he was 
chosen. Oh, hurry, Felix, the pro- 
cession waits. 

Fe.ix: Both my wishes come true. I 
cannot believe it. (eels of the ribbon 
on his lapel) The token — it must 
have brought me good luck. (The 
children pull the bewildered ¥ e1.1x with 
them toward the outer door of the as- 
sembly room where the procession has 
been forming. There is a sudden 
silence and then as the bells peal the 
hour of midnight the curtains slowly 
part to reveal the interior of the 
cathedral chancel. The Nativity is 
depicted by Mary and Joseph and 


the Christ Child. Two tiny angels 





kneel on either side of the manger. 
As the Cuoirsings softly, the procession 
enters the church and groups itself 
about the tableau of the Nativity. 
At the end of the procession comes 
FeLix with Beppo in his arms. As 
the Cuotr sings softly, he lays the lamb 
reverently before the manger and then 


kneels with bowed head. The singing 
dies away and from the darkness be- 
hind the manger scene come the beauti- 
ful words of the Christmas story, St. 
Luke I1:1-16. The Com sings 
softly as the curtain falls.) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue CHosEN OnE 


Characters: 7 male; 3 female; male and female 
extras, as desi 


Playing Time: 25 minutes. 


Costumes: French peasant dress for Michaud 
family and Pére Reynould. Philip and 
Carolers wear appropriate outdoor dress. 
Lady Elinor and Count Bernard are richly 
dressed, with wraps. Figures in Nativity 
scene wear Bible dress. If visible, Choir 
wears robes. 


Properties: Two trays of Christmas cookies; 
shaw! for Misé Michaud; créche, toy lamb, 
carving knife, figurine of Christ C hild for 
Felix; flutes, staff, bowl of fruit, pigeon 
cage containing stuffed birds, candles, for 
Procession; locket, ribbon for Elinor; bell 
or recording of cathedral chimes to signify 
midnight. 


Setting: Scenes 1 and 2 take place in a humble 
French peasant’s cottage. There is a fire- 
place upstage center, with logs piled to one 
side. There is a window upstage right, 
an exit at left leading outdoors, and an 
exit at right leading to sheepfold. A table 
stands at center, with one or two chairs 
around it. A chair stands near the fire- 
place. A créche occupies a prominent posi- 
tion in the room. Scene 3 takes place be- 
fore the portals of the cathedral and may 
be played in front of the curtain. The cur- 
tain opens to display the chancel of the 
cathedral. 


Lighting: No special effects necessary. If 
desired, lights may be dimmed for Scene 3, 
then brightened when curtains open to 
display Nativity scene. 








Angel in the Looking Glass 


by Aileen Fisher 


Characters 
Miss Pinsrer, a dressmaker 
Lucy, a young girl 


Jm Younc ) vod 
AticeE YOUNG f Fors compe 
Aunt Martua, a stern old lady 


— ; her young nephews 

ZoRLOVA, a dancer 

Time: A week before Christmas. 

BEFORE THE CurRTAIN: Miss PINSTER 
is fitting Lucy’s angel costume. There 
is much pinning and adjusting as 
the two talk. From time to time, 
Lucy looks at herself in a large full- 
length mirror placed at one end of the 
stage. 

Lucy: Are you sure I'll look like a 
real angel when you get my cos- 
tume finished, Miss Pinster? 

Miss Prvsrer: Yes, of course. Now 
hold still while I fix this wing. I 
had to use cardboard underneath, 
you know, to stiffen it. 

Lucy: Do they look like real wings? 

Miss Pinster: Quite real, I think. 

Lucy: I wish I could fly with them. 
I wish I could fly and fly — way 
up above the town. 

Miss Prnsrer: Oh, that would be 
expecting too much. If I could make 
wings that could fly, I shouldn’t 
have to be a dressmaker, you know. 

Lucy: What would you be, Miss 
Pinster? 

Miss Pinsrer: Goodness, 
never given it a thought. 


I have 
(She 
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stands dreamily for a moment with 
pins and tape measure in hand.) 
Oh, I think I should like to have a 
little shop and sell hand-painted 
cups and things like that. 

Lucy: And __ red-and-white-striped 
candy? 

Miss Prnster: Perhaps. Perhaps 
I could have a little glass case of 
candy, too. (She suddenly comes 
down to earth again.) But now, 
my dear, we must see how the halo 
fits. (Miss Pinsrer picks up the 
halo.) 

Lucy: Oh, what a beautiful halo! 
It looks like a real one, all gold 
and shiny. 

Miss Prnster: I am rather pleased 
with it myself. I just happened 
to have some gilt paint on hand, 
left over from the time I touched 
up the radiators. (She adjusts 
the halo, stands back and nods.) 
You look more and more like an 
angel, Lucy. 

Lucy: Do I? (Then hesitantly) But... 
I don’t always feel like one, Miss 
Pinster. Do you think it’s mean 
of a person to buy another person a 
Christmas present and then not want 
to give it away because it’s so nice? 
I mean. . . I know a girl who saved 
her money to buy her brother a set 
of pencils with colored leads 
twenty different colors in all — and 
now ... she wants to keep them for 
herself. 








Miss Pinsren: Well, I wouldn’t say 


she had much of the Christmas 
spirit, would you? Now, let’s see 
about the sleeves, Lucy. Are they 


long enough under the wings? 

Lucy: But wouldn’t it be all right 
if she gave her brother something 
else . . . that was cheaper? Oh, 
you can’t imagine what beautiful 
pencils they are. 

Miss Pinsrer (Intent on her work): 
Yes, I think the sleeves are all 
right. My, I haven’t made an 
angel costume in years! (There is 
a moment or two of silence, as Miss 
Pinsrer stands off and looks at the 
costume. ) 

Lucy (Slowly, thoughtfully): Do you 
think if anyone saw me... walking 
down the hall of this apartment 
building, maybe .. . they would 
think I was an angel? 

Miss Pinster: They might! 
effect is very good, I think. 
Lucy: Would it make any difference 
to them if they did take me for an 

angel, Miss Pinster? 

Miss Pinsrer: Difference? 
you mean by that? 

Lucy: I méan, would it make any 
difference in the way people acted? 
I think J would act different, if I 
saw an angel... maybe. 

Miss Prnsrer: Perhaps we all would. 
But, of course, we shall never really 
know, shall we? Not on this earth, 
at least. Now turn to the side a 
little, Lucey. I don’t believe the 
hem line is quite straight. No, it 
isn’t. 

Lucy: Do many people live in this 
apartment building, Miss Pinster? 

Miss Prinstrer: Oh, yes, quite a few. 


The 


What do 


There are twelve apartments in 
addition to the janitor’s. Hold 
still, now. I must pin up this side 
a little. 

Lucy: Are they nice people? 

Miss Pinsrer: Yes, I think so — as 
nice as most people are. I have so 
little time to talk to them, of 
course. (She pins at the hem, then 
stands back to see if it is straight.) 

Lucy: Are you coming to see our 
Christmas play, Miss Pinster? It’s 
going to be Friday night, in the 
school auditorium, and it’s free. 

Miss Pinsrer: Oh, I should like to 

Then I could see how the 
costume looks from the audience. 

Lucy: I’m the only angel who speaks 
a part. The others just sing. I 
sing, too, part of the time. Would 
you like me to recite my part for 
you? 

Miss Prvsrer: Yes, if you wish. 
Only you must turn around slowly, 
slowly, so I can be sure to get the 
hem right. 

Lucy (Turning very slowly): Well, 
you see, the three shepherds are 
there on the stage, wondering about 
the star. It’s not a real star on 
the stage, you know, but it looks 
like one. Then we angels come in 
singing. The shepherds are 
frightened, and they draw away. 
You know, they don’t expect to see 
angels in the middle of the night. 
So then I say to them: “Fear not: 
for, behold, I bring you tidings of 
great joy, which shall be to all 
people. For unto you is born this 
day in the city of David a Saviour, 
which is Christ the Lord. And this 
shall be a sign unto you...” 


come. 








Miss Pinster (Softly): “Ye shall find 
the babe wrapped in swaddling 
clothes, lying in the manger.” 

Lucy: How did you know, Miss 
Pinster? 

Miss Pinster: Oh, I’ve known that 
for a long, long time. 

Lucy: Well, then the other angels 
sing, and then I say: “Glory to 
God in the highest, and on earth 
peace, good will toward men.” 
And the shepherds aren’t afraid any 
more. 

Miss Prinsrer: You do it very nicely, 
Lucy. Now just a few more pins... 
(The doorbell rings loudly. She looks 
at her watch.) Oh, dear, that must 
be Mrs. Swishton coming for her 
fitting. She is a few minutes early, 
but she is always in such a hurry. 
Would you mind waiting a little 
while, Lucy? (Doorbell rings again, 
loudly.) I can take care of Mrs. 
Swishton in the other room. 

Lucy: I don’t mind, Miss Pinster. 
(Miss Pinsrer hurries out. For a 
moment Lucy stands still. Then she 
runs over to the mirror.) Do you 
know who I am, looking glass? I’m 
an angel. But, of course, you’re 
Miss Pinster’s mirror, so you knew 
it already. I wonder... if anyone 
else would know who didn’t know 
already. (She looks around.) I 
could try! I could slip out the door, 
and go down the hall of the apart- 
ment building, couldn’t I, looking 
glass? It wouldn’t take long. I 
could be back before Miss Pinster 
would miss me at all. Are my wings 
all right? Is my halo straight? I 
don’t think anyone will notice the 
pins in the hem, do you? (Tiptoes 
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across stage) Goodbye, looking glass. 
Don’t tell. (Lucy exits, and the 
curtain rises.) 

SerrinG: The stage is divided into three 
“apartments”; The YounGs’ apart- 
ment is on one side, ZORLOVA’s on 
the other, and Aunr Marrua’s in 
the middle. Each apartment is in- 
dicated by a small grouping of furni- 
ture. As one family talks, the other 
two are silent. 

At Ruse: Auice and Jim YOUNG are 
talking together in their apartment. 

Auice: I’m so glad you agree with me 
at last, Jim. It’s much more sensible 
to save the money for a new car than 
to go to Mother Young’s for Christ- 
mas. After all, we’ve gone every 
year since we were married. Four 
times. 

Jm: But Mother counts on it. It 
will be hard to tell her we aren’t 
coming. 

Auice: Oh, you can make up some 
excuse — too busy at the office, or 
something. Just keep thinking of 
the new car, and it will be easy. 

Jim: Not so easy, Alice. 

Auice: If you write Mother Young 
today, she’ll be all used to the idea 
by Christmas. 

Jim: I wonder. 

Auice: Now don’t back down. Let’s 
just think about ourselves this year, 
for a change. Ourselves and the new 
car. Let’s forget about Christmas 
at Mother Young’s. 

Jim: I can’t help thinking of Mother’s 
face when she gets the letter. I’m 
afraid I won’t have much peace of 
mind. 

Auice: Nonsense. 


stage. 


(Lucy enters down- 
She stops in front of the 








Younes’ apartment, hesitates, and 
then pretends to knock.) 1 wonder 
who that can be. 

Jim: I'll see. (He goes to front of stage, 
pretends to open door, then steps back 
somewhat startled.) Well... 

Auice (Curtous, going to door): Why 

. who are you? 

Lucy: I’m ... (Hesitates) . . . “Behold 
I bring you tidings of great joy 
peace on earth, good will toward 
men.” (She turns to go, then calls 
back.) Merry Christmas! (/rits) 

Jim: Well, U’'ll be . . . what do you 
make of it, Alice? 

Auice: I don’t quite know. It’s not 
one of the children from this build- 
ing, I’m sure of that. Oh, Jim, it 
gives me the strangest feeling. There 
must be some reason why it hap- 
pened just now .. . just when we 
were going to write the letter. 

Jim: Did you hear: “Peace on earth!” 
Alice, I think that means peace of 
mind, too. 


Auice: She looked like one of the 
angels in the art gallery, didn’t she? 
How strange. Jim, perhaps we 


can’t just sit back and forget about 
Christmas, after all. Write to 
Mother Young that we’re coming. 
Jim (Happily): Do you mean it? 
Auice: Yes. You see, it came to me, 
when the angel was standing there: 
But Christ- 
(They go in and close 
the door.) You can’t forget about 
Christmas. (Af Aunt Marrua’s 
apartment, CHARLES and RaLpu are 
talking. 
happy.) 
Raupeu: This is going to be the lone- 
somest Christmas we ever had, 


the new car can wait. 
mas can’t! 


They seem to be quite un- 


Now we've come to live with Aunt 
Martha I bet we won’t ever have a 
real Christmas again. 

Cuares: She doesn’t believe in any 
of the fun of Christmas, like other 
people. 

Ravpeu: She says Santa Claus is 
nonsense, and giving presents is 
foolish, and a Christmas tree is a 
heathen custom. She thinks you 
should think about the Christ Child 
on Christmas . . . and nothing else! 

JHARLES: Do you remember the big 
tinsel star we always had at the 
top of our Christmas tree? And 
all the colored balls? 


~ 


Raupeu: And the nice Foxy Grandpa? 
Cuaries: Aunt Martha would say he 
was heathen. (There is a moment's 
silence.) 
taLpu: We wouldn’t dare 
a Christmas tree, would we? 
Cuarves: I should say not. (Dreamily) 
Oh, I wish we could have a great 
big Christmas tree, full of presents 
and lights and shining things. And 
I wish we could have someone for 
dinner — a big Christmas dinner. 
Raven: Sh! Aunt Martha’s coming. 
(The boys open and read, 
Aunt Marrua comes in with her 
knitting, and sits down primly. After 
a moment she looks up over the top of 
her glasses and speaks to the boys.) 
Aunt Marrua: I have been meaning 
to tell you, boys, that I am pleased 
to see you taking such a sensible 
attitude toward Christmas. It’s 
just a lot of fiddle-faddle. I am glad 
that you aren’t begging for one of 
those heathen Christmas trees. 
Ratpu and Cuarues: Yes, 
Martha. 


ask for 


hooks 


Aunt 








Cuaries (Timidly): Would it be Aunr Marrna: Yes. It almost 


heathen to want company .. . for 
Christmas dinner? The janitor’s 
boy says he’s never tasted turkey 
... and he’s nine years old. 

Aunt Marrua: Turkey? Make a 
fuss over Christmas dinner! Why, 
Charles! (Lucy comes on _ stage, 
stops before Aunt Martia’s apart- 
ment, hesitates, then pretends to 
knock.) Christmas is all crusted 
over with foolishness these days. 
(Hears Lucy’s knock) What was 
that? Someone must be at the door. 
(Aunt Marrua goes to the door and 
pretends to open tt. The boys come 
up behind her and peer out too.) 
Why ... why... who are you? 

Lucy: I’m an .. . (Hesitates) 
“Behold I bring you tidings of 
great joy ... peace on earth, good 
will to men.” (She begins lo run off, 
then turns and calls out, “Merry 
Christmas.’’) 

Aunt Marrua: Well, of all things. 

Raupu: It was an angel! 

CuaARLEs: I never saw an angel be- 
fore, did you, Aunt Martha? (Aunt 
Marrua turns back into the room, 
closes the door, sinks into her chair. 
Then she speaks slowly and dreamily, 
as the boys sit down.) 

Aunt Marrua: I was an angel once... 

Cuarves and Rautpu: You were! 

Aunt Marrua: I was an angel once... 
in a Christmas play at the church. 
It was so long ago I had almost for- 
gotten. I wore a white costume with 
wings that had real white chicken 
feathers sewn on. And after the 
play there was a tall Christmas 
tree... 

Raupu (Surprised): In the church! 


touched the ceiling. And everyone 
got presents .. . and we all sang 
carols. Oh, it was a wonderful 
Christmas. 


Raueu (Thoughtfully): Aunt Martha, 


how can it be heathen to have a 
Christmas tree, if there was one in 
church? 


Aunt Marrua (Giving a start): What’s 


that? Why... why... (Hurriedly 
she changes the subject.) Do you 
know the angel’s lines were the very 
ones I had to speak in the play: 
“T bring you tidings of great joy...” 
It all comes back to me now. (Sud- 
denly) Boys, there must have been 
some reason that angel knocked on 
our door just now. She must have 
come to remind me. I am afraid I 
had forgotten all about Christmas. 
About “good will toward men.” 
(She looks at the boys eagerly.) 
Shall we have a Christmas tree, 
after all? A big one that will reach 
from the floor to the ceiling, with 
lights and presents on it? 


Raven and Cuarzies: Oh, Aunt Mar- 


tha. 


Aunt Marrua: And shall we have 


company for Christmas dinner? 
Goodness, I haven’t cooked a turkey 
in years... I wonder if I remember 
how. 


Raves and Cuaries: Oh, Aunt Mar- 


tha! (At Zorwova’s apartment, 
ZORLOVA is sitting at her dressing 
table, primping. She begins to hum. 
Suddenly she gets up and tries a 
new dance step. She does it very well, 
and knows it! The telephone rings 
and interrupts her dance. She goes 
to answer.) 








Zor.ova: Hello. Yes, this is 
Zorlova, the dancer. (She does a few 
steps as she holds the phone.) Who? 
Oh, on the Community Christmas 
Tree committee. (Her voice falls 
and she stops dancing.) Next week 

- what night? ... Well, I might be 
able to do it, but I’m very busy, 
you know. How much do you pay, 
by the way?... What! Give up the 
best part of an evening for nothing! 
Just to entertain the community? 

Yes, I realize Christmas is 
coming. And I realize they haven’t 
had much chance to see good dancing. 


But a person has to live. ... No, 
I never attended a Community 
Christmas Tree program. Really, 


I am afraid I’m going to be very 
busy that evening. But if I should 
see my way clear to donating my 
talent, I’ll let you know. Goodbye. 
(She shrugs as if to say “What a 
nuisance.”” Lucy comes along and 
pretends to knock on the door. Zor- 
LOVA looks at the door wonderingly. 
Lucy knocks again. Zorvova pre- 
tends to open the door.) Oh! Who 
are you? How did you happen to 
come? 

Lucy: “Behold, I bring you tidings 
of great joy, which shall be to all 
people... .” 

Zor.ova: To all people... . 

Lucy: “Peace on earth, good will 
toward men.”’ 

Zorvova: Oh! (Lucy begins to run off, 
then turns and calls back, “Merry 
Christmas.”” ZorLova speaks softly.) 
To all people. . . . (Slowly Zortova 
goes back into her room. She stands 
silently for a minute, then grabs the 
telephone book, looks for a number, 


and picks up the phone.) 549, please. 
(She does a happy tap dance as she 
waits.) Hello. Is this the Chairman 
of the Community Christmas Tree 
committee? This is Zorlova, the 
dancer. Forgive me, but I feel 
quite different now about dancing 
at the program. A strange thing 
has happened. I’ll be very happy to 
do it, really, I will... . Yes, there is 
something about Christmas, isn’t 
there? (The curtain falls. Lucy 
enters and tiptoes across stage.) 

Lucy (Going to mirror): I'm _ back, 
looking glass. (Peers at herself) 
Oh, I do look like an angel. (She 
turns this way and that.) It makes 
me feel all different inside, it really 
does. But the other people I saw 
just now... . I couldn’t tell if they 
felt different or not. How can you 
tell how people feel? You can only 
see their faces . . . you can’t see 
what goes on inside of them! 
(Miss Pinsrer’s voice is heard out- 
side.) 

Miss Prnsrer: Goodbye, Mrs. Swish- 
ton. Remember, tomorrow at three. 
And I promise not to keep you wait- 
ing. Goodbye. (Miss PInsTEeR comes 
on the stage again and sees Lucy 
at the mirror.) What are you looking 
at, Lucy? 

Lucy: An angel. 
me at all, do I? 

Miss Prinsrer: Well, not exactly. 
Come now, just a few more pins in 
the hem and we'll be through for 
this afternoon. (She starts to work 
on the hem again.) 

Lucy: Something happened while you 
were away, Miss Pinster. 

Miss Prnster: Oh, is that so? 


I don’t look like 





Lucy: Yes. Something about Christ- Lucy: Well, she’s going to give them 


mas. to him, after all. She isn’t going 
Miss Prnsrer: Really? Where? to keep them for herself. 
Lucy: Right here in this apartment Muss Pinsrer: Why, how nice! That’s 
building. the real Christmas spirit. But how 
Miss Pinsrer: You don’t say. did it happen, Lucey? 


Lucy: Yes. You know that girl I Lucy: Well, you see, Miss Pinster, 
told you about . . . the one who the girl got to feeling different .. . 
bought the beautiful box of color- inside . . . because she saw an angel 


pencils for her brother? ... in the looking glass! 
Miss Pinsrer: Yes, I remember. 
Twenty pencils with different colored THE END 
leads. (Reprinted from the December, 1949 issue.) 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
ANGEL IN THE Looxine GLaAss 
Characters: 3 male; 5 female. 
Playing Time: 20 minutes. 


Costumes: Modern dress. Lucy wears a 
white flowing robe typical of the angel’s 
costume in a Christmas pageant. 


Properties: Pins, tape measure, halo. 


Setting: Before the curtain there is a large 
full-length mirror placed on one side of 
the stage. The stage itself is divided into 
three “apartments.” In the Youngs’ 
apartment are two chairs and a table. In 
Aunt Martha’s apartment are an over- 
stuffed chair and two hassocks. In Zor- 
lova’s apartment are a chair and a mod- 
ernistic dressing table. On the dressing 
table is a telephone. Note: This play 
may be produced without any scenery 
at all; the apartments may be indicated 
by signs. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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NARRATOR 





The Best Part of Christmas 


by Deborah Newman 


Characters 
NARRATOR 
Tue REPORTER 
SANTA CLAUS 
Five SHoprers 
SINGERS 
Tue FARMER 
Two WomMEN 
THREE GIRLS 
Four CHILDREN 
Serrine: The stage is bare. 

Ar Rise: The Narrator walks slowly 
lo the center of the stage, reading a 
newspaper. He folds the newspaper 
and speaks to the audience. 

(Pointing to newspaper): 
This is a copy of our home-town 
newspaper. It’s not the New York 
Times, but it’s our paper and we’re 
mighty proud of it. 

Whenever we have a holiday, the 
editor of the paper asks his star 
reporter to write a holiday column. 
So the reporter writes columns about 
Easter, the Fourth of July and 
Thanksgiving . . . and when Christ- 
mas comes, he always tries to write 
a very special column. 

One Christmas a while back, the 
reporter decided he wanted to write 
a column about “The Best Part of 
Christmas.” So he came down to the 
town square to ask people what they 
would choose as the best part of 
Christmas. The town square was a 
busy place that day. It was just a 
week before Christmas. There was a 
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REPORTER 


Santa Claus outside the town de- 
partment store. (The NARRATOR 
gestures to upstage center as SANTA 
Criaus, carrying a big pack, walks to 
upstage center and stands there.) 
There were lots of shoppers carrying 
Christmas presents and checking 
shopping lists. (Five SHopprers enter 
and stand downstage left. They carry 
Christmas presents and look at shop- 
ping lists.) The children were just 
coming home from school, and a lot 
of them carried song books because 
they were going to sing Christmas 
carols for their neighbors that night. 
SinGersS enter and stand downstage 
right, looking at song books.) And 
here comes the reporter. (The NarR- 
RATOR goes upstage left and stands 
watching as the ReporTer enters, 
writing in his notebook. The Re- 
PORTER goes up to SANTA CLAUS.) 


Reporter: Merry Christmas, Santa 


Claus. 


Santa: Merry Christmas to you, sir. 
Reporter: I’m a reporter from the 


newspaper, and I’m trying to find 
out what is the best part of Christ- 
mas. What do you think is the best 
part of Christmas, Santa? 


Santa (Pulls thoughtfully at his beard): 


Well, I guess you’d expect me to say 
the best part of Christmas is the 
presents. (Pats his bag) After all, 
I’m in charge of Christmas presents. 
(Writing): Christmas 
presents... 








Santa: Now, wait a minute! Presents 
are important at Christmas . 
but I’d say the best part of Christ- 
mas is the children’s faces. 
Reporter: Children’s faces? 
why do you say that? 


Santa: I like the look of wonder on a 
child’s face when he sees a Christ- 
mas tree .. . the excitement on a 
child’s face when he opens Christmas 
presents . . . and the happiness in 
his eyes whenever Christmas comes. 
Yes, the best part of Christmas is 
the children’s faces. 


Now, 


Reporter (Writing): Thank you very 
much, Santa Claus. (He goes to 
Suopprers.) I’m a reporter from the 
newspaper, and I’d like to ask all of 
you a question. What do you think 
is the best part of Christmas? 

Ist SHoprer (A man): I like the Christ- 
man tree best. It’s fun to pick out 
the tree and bring it home and trim 
it —and then it’s nice to have the 
tree in the living room all during 
Christmas week. (Reporrer nods 
and writes busily.) 

2np Suoprper (A woman): I like the 
Christmas smells —-the smell of 
Christmas cookies baking in the oven, 
the steaming hot plum pudding... 
and the smell of evergreen on the 
mantel and all through the house. 

3RD SHoprer (A woman): Now, let me 
see. Perhaps the best part of Christ- 
mas is that it’s a holiday all over the 
world, and so many of our own 
Christmas customs come from other 
lands. The Christmas tree comes 
from Germany, the Yule log from 
England .. . and we sing Christmas 
songs from many countries. It’s 


nice to remember that Christmas 
belongs to the whole world. 

47H SHoprer (A man): I guess I like 
the lights of Christmas best. I 
like to see the Christmas candles in 
the windows, glowing over the snow 
outside. I like the lights on the 
Christmas trees, and the Star of 
Bethlehem on top. 

5ruH SuHopper (A woman): I’d choose 
the Christmas story — the Baby in 
the manger, and “Peace on Earth, 
Good Will to Men.” That’s the 
best part of Christmas. 

Reporter: Thank you all very much. 
And a Merry Christmas to you. 


Suoprers: Merry Christmas! (The 
REPORTER goes to SINGERS.) 
Reporter: Merry Christmas, chil- 


dren. I’m a reporter from the news- 
paper, and I’m trying to find out 
what is the best part of Christmas. 
What do you think? 

Ist Sincer (Waving song book): Oh, I 
think it’s the Christmas songs. (Rr- 
PORTER writes.) 

2ND SINGER: Yes — there are so many 
wonderful Christmas carols. 

3rD Sincer: And whenever you sing 
a Christmas song — or whenever you 
hear one —— you feel different inside. 

4ru SINGER: We're going to sing Christ- 
mas carols tonight. Would you like 
to hear some of them? 

Reporter: Yes, I would. Perhaps 
listening to them will help me to find 
out what the best part of Christmas 
really is. (The Sincers sing several 
Christmas carols. Then SANTA 
CiAus, the Suoppers and the SINGERS 
call “Merry Christmas” and exit. 
The Rerorrer 
“ Merry Christmas 


waves and calls 


and thank you.” 








He stands for a moment, frowning at 
his notes, and then he also exits. The 
NARRATOR comes forward again.) 
Naxrator: Well, I’m sorry to say the 
reporter couldn’t make up his mind 
exactly what the best part of Christ- 
mas was. He asked for more ideas 
in his Christmas column — and then 
he decided he would spend the whole 
next year trying to find out. He 
kept coming back to the town square 
to ask people — even on the hottest 
day in summer. (The NARRATOR 
goes upstage left as the ReporTer 
enters with his notebook and pencil. 
He is carrying his jacket and his 
shirt sleeves are rolled up. A FARMER 
enters and sits downstage left, trying 
to fix his rake handle. Two WomEN 
enter and stand downstage right, look- 
ing at the bouquets of flowers that 
they hold. Three Gin.s enter and go 
to upstage center, where they play 
quietly with their dolls and a doll 
carriage. The ReporTeR goes up to 
the Farmer, who is mopping his fore- 
head with his handkerchief.) 
Reporter: Hello. I’m a reporter from 
the newspaper, and I'd like to ask 
you a question. What do you think 
is the best part of Christmas? 
Farmer (A little annoyed as he mops his 
forehead): Christmas! It’s hard to 
think of Christmas in July! What 
we need now is rain — not Christmas, 
and snow. (Shrugs and sighs) But 
let me see — oh, I guess I like the 
feeling of Christmas best. You know 
— there’s hope in the air, and every- 
one is kind. Maybe you’d call it the 
promise of Christmas. (Nods thought- 
fully) The promise of Christmas. 
Why, even thinking about it makes 


me feel better! I wouldn’t be a bit 
surprised if we had some rain soon. 
The crops sure need it. (Laughs and 
shakes his head) See what Christmas 
does? It makes you hope for the 
best and believe in the best! 

Reporter: Thank you, sir. (He writes 
and then goes to the Women.) Good 
afternoon. I’m a reporter from the 
newspaper, and I’d like to ask you — 
what do you think is the best part 
of Christmas? 

Ist Woman: Christmas? Oh, dear, I 
have a million things to do before 
I can even think about Christmas. 

2nd Woman (Coldly): I’m sorry, but 
we’re in a hurry. We’re going to the 
Garden Club meeting. 

Ist Woman: But Christmas — the best 
part of Christmas. (Thoughtfully) 
I guess to me the best part of Christ- 
mas is remembering. I like to re- 
member when I was a child, all 
excited because there was a tree to 
trim and presents to open... and 
I like to remember all the good times 
past when we sang songs and went to 
church. I have so many good memo- 
ries of Christmas! 

2nd Woman (She is now kinder, and 
she speaks almost dreamily): Christ- 
mas ... there are so many best 
parts to Christmas. It makes you 
stop to think. At Christmastime, 
we always think of our friends and 
neighbors, and how we can make 
them happy. Perhaps that’s the 
best part of Christmas: we take 
time to think of other people. 
(Firmly) Elizabeth, I’m not going 
to the Garden Club after all. I’m 
going to give these flowers to poor 
Mrs. Peabody. She’s been sick, and 








she hasn’t any flowers of her own. 
I’m sure these would cheer her up. 

Ist Woman (Happily): That’s a 
wonderful idea. I’ll go with you and 
give her mine, too. (They wave to 
the Reporter as they start off.) 
Christmas! What is the best part 
of Christmas? (The Reporrer 
waves to them as they exit. He writes 
in his notebook, and then goes to the 
GIRLS. ) 

Isr Girt (As Reporrer approaches): 
You can’t put your dolls in my 
doll carriage. Take them out! 

2np Giri: Oh, who cares about your 
old doll carriage? 

3rp Giri: I don’t want to play with 
you anyhow, so there! 

Reporter (Coming to Gres): Hello, 
girls. I’m a reporter from the news- 
paper, and I’d like to ask you a 
question. What do you think is the 
best part of Christmas? 

Isr Grru (Proudly pointing to her doll 
carriage): I got this doll carriage 
for Christmas last year. 

2np Girt: And you never let anyone 
else play with it! 

Reporter (Jo Ist Grr): I'll bet 
you think the best part of Christmas 
is presents. Am I right? 

Ist Girt (Nodding): Well — presents 
are nice. It’s fun to get Christmas 
presents . . . and it’s fun to give 
them. (She turns to other GIR1s, 
smiling.) Last Christmas we all 
made Christmas presents together — 
remember? (The other two nod and 
smile.) 

Reporter (7'0 other two): And what 
about you two? What do you think 
is the best part of Christmas? 

2np Gir: I think I like the Christmas 
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cards best. My mother lets me open 
all the cards and hang them up 
around the house. 

3rD Giri: I don’t know what I like 
best. But I do like to think about 
how Christmas began, with the 
Baby in the manger, and the Wise 
Men and the shepherds. (Re- 
PORTER nods and writes.) 

Ist Giru: Just thinking about Christ- 
mas makes me feel happy all over. 
(To other Grrws) I’m sorry I was so 
selfish about my doll carriage. I 
know it’s wrong to be like that 
especially about a Christmas present. 
Please put your dolls in the carriage 

-and you can wheel it if you want 

(The Girts put their dolls in 
the carriage.) 

2np Girt (70 3Rrp Giri): You wheel 
it first. 

3rD Giru (As she starts out with car- 
riag:, lo Reporrer): 


other tivo also wave 


to. 


she waves 
Goodbye. (T/u 
and call goodbye.) 

Reporter: Goodbye. And thank you 
very much for your help. (The 
GiRs go off, the 3xnp Girt wheeling 
all the dolls in the carriage. The 
Farmer exits. The Rerorrer looks 
at his notes, and then he also exits. 
The NARRATOR comes forward again. 
He looks at his newspaper, then folds 
it and speaks to the audience.) 

Narrator: The reporter kept it up all 
during the fall, too. He had almost 
a whole book of notes on what people 
thought was the best part of Christ- 
mas. Then the day before Christmas 
arrived — and the newspaper came 
out. All the people in town bought 
a copy to see what the reporter had 
to say. (The entire cast enter, carry- 








ing newspapers. The NARRATOR goes 
upstage left as the cast reads news- 
papers and the KeporTeER comes 
downstage. ) 

Reporrer (Reading from paper): What 
is the best part of Christmas? 
That’s the question I asked the 
people of this town. And now I 
think I know the answer. 

Isr Curry (Coming forward with a 
Christmas tree): 1 think the best 
part of Christmas is the Christmas 
tree — all trimmed and lighted, with 
the Star of Bethlehem on top. 

2np Cup (Holding some silver bells): 
It must be the story of the Holy 
Family, and the Christmas bells 
ringing out to remind everyone of 


“Peace on Earth, Good Will to 
Men.” 
3xp Cuitp (Coming forward with 


wrapped Christmas presents): I think 
it’s the presents — planning them 
and giving them and getting them. 

41u Cutip (Holding Christmas candles) : 
It could be the Christmas candles . 
or the Christmas carols. 


Reporter (Walks slowly down the line, 
nodding at CHILDREN): Yes, the 
Christmas tree is important... 
and the Christmas story ... and 
the presents and the candles and the 
songs. (He turns and faces front.) 
But none of these is the best part of 
Christmas! (He looks at his news- 
paper, and then either reads or speaks 
the following lines.) 

The best part of Christmas is that 
Christmas is forever. It never stops. 
It lives always in our hearts. Even 
on the hottest days of summer, 
Christmas is here. In the winter, 
the spring, or the fall, Christmas is 
here. As long as we cherish always 
the hope of peace, the belief in 
good will to all men — as long as 
we remember to be kind and 
thoughtful — Christmas never ends. 
Yes, the best part of Christmas is 
that in the minds and hearts of 
mankind, Christmas goes on forever. 
(The entire cast now sing a Christmas 
carol. ) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Best Part or CarisTmas 


Characters: 6 male; 8 female; 8 male or fe- 
male; as many male or female extras as 
desired for singers. 

Playing Time: 20 minutes. 

Costumes: Everyday modern dress for all 
characters except Santa Claus, who wears 
his traditional costume. The Narrator and 
the Reporter wear ordinary suits. The 
Reporter may wear an overcoat and hat in 
the two Christmas scenes; in the summer 
scene, he carries his suit jacket and his 
shirt sleeves are rolled up. In the summer 
scene, the Farmer wears overalls, the women 
and girls, light summery dresses. In the 
Christmas scenes, the characters wear out- 
door winter clothing. 


Properties: Newspaper for Narrator; note- 
book, pencil and newspaper for Reporter; 
pack for Santa Claus; Christmas presents 
and shopping lists for Shoppers ; song books 
for Singers; rake and handkerchief for 
Farmer; flowers for Women; dolls and doll 
carriage for Girls; Christmas tree, silver 
bells, Christmas presents and Christmas 
candles for four ‘hildren; newspapers for 
entire cast in final scene. 


Setting: The stage is bare; no furnishings re- 
quired 


Lighting: No special effects. 








Softy the Snow Man 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 

SANTA CLAUS 

Six DEPARTMENT STORE SANTAS 

Spunky, head of Santa’s workshop 

Mrs. SANTA 

Mr. Snow Man 

Mary 

Rut > a committee 

Betsy j 

Serrine: The display room of Santa’s 
workshop. 

Ar Rise: Santa Cavs is demonstrating 
a mechanical toy to six young de- 
partment store Santas. The store 
Santas are dressed just like the real 
Santa Ciaus except that they are 
not padded and do not have beards. 
Each store SANTA wears a placard 
announcing the name of his store. 

Santa (From behind desk, as the me- 
chanical toy runs down): There! 
That’s how it works, boys. Isn’t it 
wonderful? Won’t the children love 
it? 

Sracy’s Santa: Well, sir, it’s all right, 
but... 

Santa: All right? All right? Is that all 
you have to say about it? Why, 
it’s wonderful. The child who finds 
this toy in his stocking on Christmas 
morning will be the happiest young- 
ster in the block. 

Bon Ton Sanra: That all depends. 

Santa: On what? I tell you this toy 
is a sure-fire hit. 


GRIMBLE’s Santa: I think it depends 
on the age of a child. 

Santa: Why, you young whipper- 
snappers! What do you know about 
children? You're still new at the 
job. You don’t even have a beard, 
and you’re trying to tell me what 
children will and will not like. 

BoNAMAKER’S Santa: You don’t have 
to grow a beard to know what chil- 
dren like, Mr. Santa. 

Santa: Is that so? Then suppose you 
tell me what is wrong with this toy. 

Gray’s Santa: That’s what we’re try- 
ing to tell you, Mr. Santa, but you 
won’t listen. 

Santa: Well, I’m listening now. 
on and tell me. Don’t you think 
this is an amazing toy? 

BELL’s Santa: Of course it is! 

Santa: Then what’s the matter with it? 

Sracy’s Sanva: It’s fine for older chil- 
dren, Mr. Santa, but little children 
won’t like it. 

Santa: Nonsense! 
laugh. 

Bon Ton Santa: It might frighten 
them. 

GRIMBLE’s Santa: Besides, it isn’t 
lovable. 

BONAMAKER’S SAntA: No little boy or 
girl will want to take it along to bed. 

BELvL’s SANTA: It isn’t cuddly. 

Gray’s Santa: And it isn’t washable. 

Santa: Cuddly! Washable! Phooey! 


Go 


It will make them 














We have hundreds of cuddly, wash- 
able toys for small children. 
BoNAMAKER’s SANTA: But the children 
are tired of stuffed dogs and cats 
and rabbits and pandas and teddy 
bears. They want something new. 
Sanvra: Of course, they do, and this is 
the newest thing on the market. 
DePrarTMENT Srore Santas (Shaking 
their heads sadly): It isn’t cuddly. 
Santa (Pounding his desk): Will you 
please stop repeating that silly word 
cuddly! I find it revolting. 
DerarTMENT Srore Santas (Sttffly): 
Very well. 
SANTA: One moment. 


(They start to exit.) 
Where are you 
going? 
Sracy’s Santa: If you do not value our 
opinion, we might as well leave. 
GrimBue’s Santa: After all, we de- 
partment store Santas have direct 
contacts with the boys and girls. 

Bon ‘Ton Santa: They climb up on 
our laps and tell us what they want. 

Be.wu’s Santa: We have inside infor- 
mation. 

BoNAMAKER’s Santa: We study the 
toy market. 

Gray’s Santa: We know what makes 
a toy popular or unpopular. 

DerpartMeNt Store Santas: And we 
know children like toys that are... 

Santa: Don’t say it! Don’t say it! 
There’s that awful word again. Per- 
haps you had better go before I lose 
my temper. 

DEPARTMENT Srore Santas: Very 
well. We bid you good day. (Frit) 

Santa: Good riddance! What do they 
know about children? Trying to tell 
old Santa how to run his workshop, 
are they? Well, I’ll show them. 
(Rings hand bell on desk) Spunky 


will know all the answers. (Rings 
bell louder and Spunky, who looks 
as if he might be first cousin to one 
of Snow White’s Seven Dwarfs, en- 
ters.) 

Spunky: You sent for me, Santa? 

Santa: Yes, I did, Spunky. Have you 
tallied the Christmas letters for this 
year? 

Spunky: Yes, sir. I have all the figures. 
Anything special you’d like to know? 

Santa: Among the children between 
the ages of one and six, how many 
requests did you find for mechanical 
toys? 

Spunky: Well, I don’t rightly know the 
exact figure, Santa, but I should say 
about three million. 

Santa: Good. And from children of 
the same age group, how many re- 
quests did you have for -— (Clears 
throat) cuddly toys? 

SpuNKY: Now that number | can re- 
member, Santa, because it was the 
largest single item in the lot. Six 
million, sir. 

SANTA: Six million! 

Spunky: That’s right, sir. ‘The little 
children always ask for toys they 
can pet and hug and take to bed at 
night. And mothers always add a 
little note to make them washable. 

Santa: Bless my whiskers! Those 
smart alecks were right! This puts 
me in a pretty kettle of fish. 

Spunky (Misunderstanding): No one 
asked for fish, sir. Not a single one. 

Santa: I didn’t ask you that, Spunky. 
I said I am in a pretty kettle of fish. 
That means I’m in a stew, in other 
words, I’m on the spot. 

Spunky: Is something troubling you? 

Santa: That’s putting it mildly. 








Spunky, what kind of stuffed, cuddly 
toys do we have on hand? 

Spunky: Oh, the usual, sir. . . dogs, 
rabbits, pandas, teddy bears. .. . 

Santa: Don’t we have anything new? 

Spunky: Not a thing, sir. In fact, I 
was going to bring it to your atten- 
tion. Couldn’t we have some new 
cuddly toys this year? The children 
love them so. 

Santa: Please, Spunky. 
word “cuddly.” 

Spunky: Then I won’t use it, sir. [’ll 
say — “squshy”’ instead. 

Sanra: That’s even worse. If you 
mean cuddly, | suppose you must 
say cuddly. But try not to use it 
unless you absolutely must. You 
see, those young sprouts from the 
department stores have been pester- 
ing me. 

Spunky: The department store Santas? 

Santa: Yes, they agree with you that 
we must put out a brand new toy 
this year that is...er... well, 
you know what I mean. 

Spunky: Yes, indeed, sir. 

Santa: And that’s where I’m stuck. I 
don’t have any new ideas in that 
field. We've been making dogs and 
cats and pandas and teddy bears for 
so long that I can’t think of anything 
new. Do you have any ideas? 

Spunky (Shaking his head sadly): None 
at all, sir. In fact, I am having 
so much trouble in the workshop 
now, that I don’t see how we’re 
going to get everything finished — 
to say nothing of developing a new 
product. 

Santa: Trouble in the workshop? 
What in the world is the matter? 

Spunky: It’s Mr. Snow Man! He slows 


I hate that 


up production at every turn. 

Santa: Oh, dear! What has he done 
now? 

Spunky: Yesterday he told all the 
workers in the paint department to 
take the afternoon off. 

Santa: But why? Why? Why did he 
ever do such a thing right in the 
midst of our busiest season? 

Spunky: He said the men needed time 
to do their Christmas shopping. 

Santa: He did, did he? And who is 
he to give orders around this shop? 
Spunky, send that man to me at 
once. At once, do you hear? This 
time, I’m really going to... 

Spunky: Are you going to fire him? 
Mrs. Santa would never approve. 

Santa: Well, er... . I’ve had just 
about enough of his foolishness. 
This time, I’m really going to... 
Oh, well, send him in right away. 

Spunky: Yes, sir. Right away. (zit 
SPUNKY.) 

Santa (Getting record book from his 
desk): Mrs. Santa thinks Spunky is 
too hard on Mr. Snow Man, but his 
record is a poor one. In fact, there 
are so many black marks against 
him now, there’s hardly room for 
another one. (Opening book) Late 
every morning last week! Fell 
asleep on the job twice on Tuesday 
afternoon. Absent entirely all day 
Wednesday! And now this! (Mr. 
Snow Man enters. He removes his 
battered hat politely and stands lean- 
ing on his broom.) Oh, there you 
are, Snow Man. 

Snow Man: Spunky told me you 
wanted to see me, sir. I hope it’s 
not about my work. That is—Il 
hope everything is satisfactory. 











SANTA: Satisfactory? (Waving record 
book under his nose) You call this 
a satisfactory record? Late every 
morning last week... . 

Snow Man: Oh, dear me! So I was. 
But I had such a good reason. You 
see, Mr. Santa, every morning on 
my way to work, | pass Billy Bar- 
clay’s house. You know little Billy 
Barclay, don’t you? 

Santa: Of course, I know him. Every- 
body knows Billy. But what does 
he have to do with your case? 

Snow Man: Well, ever since Billy had 
polio, he has been wanting to get 
out in the yard during a snowstorm 
and build a snow man, but of course, 
he was never strong enough. Then 
last Sunday he had his chance. And 
he built quite a nice snow man — for 
such a little boy. Naturally by 
Monday morning, it was badly 
melted and out of shape .. . so I’ve 
just been helping his mother fool 
him a little bit. 

Santa: Fool him? How? 

Snow Man: Well, you see, Billy loves 
his snow man so much that every 
morning as soon as he is awake, his 
mother him to the 
window to see it. 

Santa: But I thought you said it was 
melted the very first day. 

Snow Man: It was. But I’ve been 
taking its place. I stand in the front 
yard until Billy looks out the window 
and then I hurry to work. Since Billy 
doesn’t wake up until almost nine 
o'clock, it does make me a little late. 
But, oh, Santa, it’s such a small 
pleasure for such a good little boy. 

Santa (Clearing his throat): Ahem! 
Very thoughtful of you, Snow Man, 


carries front 


and very kind. Under the circum- 
stances, I guess we’ll have to excuse 
you... but what about these other 
offenses? It seems you fell asleep 
on the job Tuesday afternoon. 

Snow Man: Dear me! I’m sorry about 
that. But you see, I had had scarcely 
any sleep on Monday night. 

Santa: That’s a poor excuse. What 
were you doing? 

Snow Man: I was porch sitting. 

Santa: Porch sitting? 

Snow Man: It sounds easy, doesn’t it? 
But it’s really very tiring. You see 
the Mulligan family, the Plum 
Street Mulligans, were giving a big 
party and they didn’t want to spend 
any money for decorations. So they 
invited me to stand on the porch all 
evening. 

Santa: But you weren’t very smart to 
tire yourself out like that. 

Snow Man: Perhaps not. But the 
Mulligans are such nice people. I 
wanted to help them out. 

Santa: And what about Wednesday, 
the day you were absent? 

Snow Man: I really couldn’t afford 
that day off, Mr. Santa but I just 
had to help little Piny. 

Santa: Who on earth is little Piny? 

Snow Man: Little Piny is the small 
pine tree on the old Watson farm 
right near the highway. Piny is such 
a little tree his mother couldn’t bear 
to see him cut down this year. The 
Christmas tree men were coming on 
Wednesday, and Piny and his mother 
were frantic. Christmas tree cutters 
choose little trees like Piny because 
they’re so easy to chop down. 

Santa: How could you help? 

Snow Man: The whole forest knew 








that the tree cutters would arrive on 

Wednesday so I just took the day 
off and went down. 

Santa: But what did you do? 

Snow Man: I stood in front of little 
Piny and concealed him. The men 
never even saw him. His mother 
was so happy she almost cried and 
Piny fairly trembled with joy. 

Santa: Mr. Snow Man, you are the 
limit. You leave your job to protect 
a baby pine tree and then come 
back and give the painters a half- 
holiday. 

Snow Man: But for a good cause — 
their Christmas shopping. 

Santa: But you slowed up production. 
Mr. Snow Man, your trouble is that 
you are just too soft-hearted for 
your own good. 

Snow Man: That’s what my family 
tells me all the time. In fact, that 
is why they call me “Softy.” 

SanTA: Softy the Snow Man! That’s a 
good name for you. Well, Softy, 
just because I’m soft-hearted too, 
I’ll give you one more chance. But 
mind you, the very next time .you 
get into trouble, out you go. 

Snow Man: You mean I'll be fired. 
Oh, Santa, you couldn’t do a thing 
like that. What would I do? Where 
would I go, if I couldn’t work here 
with you? You and Mrs Santa are 
the only ones who understand me. 

Santa: But can’t you understand that 
our work must be done on time? 
December 25th is our deadline. Al- 
ready we’re behind schedule and 
my advisors tell me that six million 
children will be disappointed on 
Christmas morning because we 
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haven’t had time to design a new 
cuddle toy. 

Snow Man: Oh, dear! That’s too bad. 
Maybe I could think of something. 

Santa: You keep your mind on your 
own job. That’s all I ask you. Now 
get back to your work bench before 
we waste any more time. (Hnter 
Mrs. Santa carrying a white teddy 
bear.) 

Mrs. Santa: Santa! Santa! 
Look! Oh, this is terrible. 

Santa: What’s the matter? 

Mrs. Santa: I was just down in the 
workshop and what do you think I 
found? Three thousand teddy bears 
ruined, just ruined. 

Santa: Who did it? Who is respon- 
sible? 

Mrs. Santa: Spunky says it was 
Mickey, Mickey Ryan. 

Santa: Impossible. Mickey is our 
most careful worker. He never 
makes mistakes. 

Mrs. Sanra: But he did this time. He 
forgot to refill the spray gun with 
brown paint instead of white and 
now we have three thousand teddy 
bears the wrong color. 

Santa: This is terrible. 
Mickey at once. 

Mrs. Santa: Spunky is looking for him 
now! I guess he was so terrified 
when he saw what he had done that 
he ran away. 

Snow Man: Oh, no. He didn’t run 
away. He went to the dentist. 

Boru: The dentist! 

Snow Man: Yes. The poor boy had 
such a toothache it just melted my 
heart to see him suffer, so I told him 
to run along to the dentist and I 
would work the spray gun. I forgot 
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all about changing the paint. 

Santa: Then it was your fault! I 
might have known! Well, this ends 
it. You’re fired. 

Mrs. Santa: But, Santa, you can’t fire 
Softy. We couldn’t get along with- 
out him. 

Santa: I could get along very well 
without him. 

Mrs. Santa: And who would sweep 
the snow off our sidewalk every 
morning? Who would take extra 
blankets out to the reindeer in the 
middle of the night? Who would 
work after hours to do the packing 
and load the sleigh? Who would 
help you in and out of the chimneys 
when your rheumatism is bothering 
you? I’m glad somebody around 
this place has a soft heart. 

Santa: But he’s soft-hearted. 
That’s the trouble. 

Snow Man: I just can’t seem to help 
it. Whenever I see someone in 
trouble or in need, my heart just 
seems to melt and go all squishy- 
squashy. (ntler Spunky with three 
little girls.) 

Spunky: Sorry to interrupt at a time 
like this, sir, but here is the com- 
mittee from the Children’s Home to 
select this year’s toys. I see you’ve 
found out about Mickey’s terrible 
mistake. I hope you won’t be too 
hard on him, sir. 

Santa: It wasn’t Mickey’s mistake at 
all, Spunky. It was Mr. Snow Man’s 
fault, as we might have guessed in 
the first place. I’ll talk to you about 
it later after our little guests have 
made their decision. Have you seen 
all the toys in the workshop, my 
little dears? 


loo 
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Grrzs: Yes, sir, all of them. 

Santa: And now you’ve come to tell 
old Santa what to take to the chil- 
dren in the home. Is your list ready? 

Mary: We have the list for the older 
children, Santa. Here it is. 

Santa: Good for you, Mary. (Glancing 
at list) Very good indeed. I think 
we can fill your order down to the 
very last ball and bat. 

Ruru: And here is the list for the in- 
betweeners, Mr. Santa. We found 
some lovely things. 

Santa: Thank you, Ruth. 
you like this year’s toys. 

Berry: But we don’t know what to do 
about the little children, Santa. 
They always want cuddly toys. 

Santa (Grabbing his head with both 
hands and moaning): I knew it! I 
knew it! 

Spunky: I showed them all we had, 
sir, but they weren’t satisfied. 

Berry: Oh, they’re very nice, Santa, 
but we had hoped for something 
new and different. 

Rutu: And extra soft and squshy. 

Mrs. Santa (Looking closely at the 
Snow Man): Did I hear you say 
“extra soft and squshy?” 

Ruta: Yes, that’s what I said. The 
little children like to take their toys 
to bed and the softer they are, the 
better they like them. 

Mrs. Santa: Santa, Santa, did you 
hear what the child said? The chil- 
dren like soft, squshy toys. 

Santa: I know, I know, but what can 
we give them outside of our regular 
stock? 

Mrs. Santa: Dear me, sometimes I 
think you can’t see any further than 
the end of your own nose! Now 
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what is the softest, squshiest thing 
we have around this place? 

Santa: I don’t know. 

Mrs. Santa: You don’t know! Why, 
you’re looking right at him. 

Santa: You mean Mr. Snow Man? 

Mrs. Santa: Yes, I mean Mr. Snow 
Man. 

Santa: But he isn’t a toy. 

Snow Man: But I’d like to be a toy. 
In fact, I can feel my heart begin- 
ning to melt right now at the 
thought of all those little children. 

Santa: If we only could give him 
away, that would be one way to 
get him off our hands. 

Mrs. Santa: Sometimes, my dear hus- 
band, you don’t have the sense you 
were born with. Look. (Holds up 
white teddy bear) Look at this teddy 
bear. You think it is ruined because 
it is white and children want brown 
teddy bears. But look again. (Holds 
it close to the SNow Man) Don’t 
you see any resemblance? 

Snow Man: Why he looks like me. 

Mrs. Santa: Of course he does. (Takes 
ready made black paper hat from her 
apron pocket and puts it on teddy 
bear’s head. Also produces several 
black paper buttons which she pins 
on teddy bear.) ‘There! There’s 
your new cuddle toy of the year. 
How do you like him? His name is 
“Softy the Snow Man.” 

Griruis: Oh, he’s wonderful. The chil- 
dren will love him. Softy the Snow 
Man! Softy the Snow Man! 

Santa (Inspecting toy): Well, I de- 
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clare to goodness, Spunky, I believe 
my troubles are over. (To Mrs. 
Santa) My dear, you have really 
saved the day. 

Snow Man: And you’ve saved me too, 
Mrs. Santa. 

Santa: Indeed she has, Mr. Snow 
Man. We couldn’t do without you 
now. From now on you're going to 
be a great personality. Your image 
will be in all the department stores. 
Your picture will be in all the 
papers. All over the world little 
children will love you for your soft 
heart. 

Spunky: Congratulations, Mr. Snow 
Man. We'll put you into production 
at once. 

Mrs. Santa: And _ congratulations 
from me, too, Snow Man. I always 
have a soft spot in my heart for 
soft-hearted people. 

Santa: And so do I, even though I 
don’t always show it. And now, 
Spunky, ring the bell and summon 
the entire staff. I want them to meet 
this year’s Christmas personality 
and toy of the year — Softy the 
Snow Man. (As the bell rings and 
the department store SANTAS line up 
on the stage, SPUNKY proposes three 
big cheers for Softy, and if the group 
should happen to sing the popular 
song, “Frosty the Snow Man” by 
Nelson and Rollins (Renick Co.) per- 
haps no one would mind if “Frosty” 
melted into “Softy’’ just before the 
curtains close.) 


THE END 
(Production Notes on page 74) 











Part Three 


Lower Grades 





The Little Fir Tree 


Adapted from a story by Hans Christian Andersen 


by Alice Very 


Characters 
LirrLye Fin Tree 
Pine Tree, a fall tree 
Mapie Tree 
Hemiock Tre 
CHICKADEE 
Ji NCO 
TREE SPARROW 
Two Woopeurrers 
J BSSIE 
JOHUNNIE 
JOoBY 
JANEY 
Two Mice 
OrueR Trees and Brrps 
SCENE | 
Time: Just before Christmas. 
SerrinG: A northern forest. 
Ar Ruse: Firs, Pines, HemMLocks, and 


> children 


Map.es stand, swaying their branches, 
while CHICKADEERS, and 
Oruer Birps flit about among them. 


JUNCOS, 


Fin Tree (Looking up at Pine TREE): 
How I wish 
That I were tall! 

I don’t like 
To be so small. 

Pine Tree: Just be glad 
You’re young and strong 
Soon you'll grow 
It won’t take long. 

Some day you'll 

Be tall, and then 
You'll wish that you 
Were small again. 


Fir Tree: I’d rather be 
A maple tree, 
Then birds would come 
And live with me. 
Maree Tree: But you can keep 
Your needles on 
When all my colored 
Leaves are gone. 
And when my boughs 
Are bare and gray 
My pretty birds 
Will fly away. 
Fin Tree: Where do they fly to? 
Map.ie Tree: [ don’t know. 
Ask them, if it 
Isn’t so. 
CHICKADEE: Yes, we fly 
To where it’s warmer, 
But we'll be back 
Again in summer. 
Junco: Tables grow, 
Where we are fed 
Great big monsters 
Give us bread. 
Fir Tree: How I'd like 
To see such things! 
I wish J were 
A tree with wings! 
(Enter Woovcurrers with “azes.’’) 
Ist Woopcurrer (Pointing to PINE 
Tree): Here is one 
That’s big enough. 
2np Woopcurrer: Cut it down, 
But don’t be rough. 
(Woopcurtrrers “chop” base of PINE 











Tree, which falls and is caught by 
W oopcvuTTERS. ) 

Ist Woopcutrrer: Timber! There 
It goes at last! 

2np Woopcutrer: That will make 
A fine big mast. 

(Woopcurtrers drag oul Pine TREE.) 

Fir Tree: What’s a mast? 

Tree Sparrow: Oh, we know, 
Because a sea gull 
Told us so. 

When you fly 
Across the sea 
There’s plenty of water 
But never a tree, 
So there are boats 
A sort of nest — 
Where tired birds 
Can sit and rest. 

Fir Tree: Oh, please let 
Me go with you! 

Tell the men 
To take me, too. 

Hemiock Tree: Why do you fret so, 
Little tree? 

This is the best place 
You could be. 

The sun is shining, 
The sky is blue. 

I wouldn’t grumble 
If I were you. 

(The light grows dimmer; offstage 
there is a noise of whistling and 
howling of wind. The Trems sway 
in the wind and gradually the leaves 
fall from the MaPux.) 

CuicKaDEE: The wind grows cold, 
The sky turns gray, 

It’s time for us 
To fly away. 
Jonco: I think I saw 
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A flake of snow. 
Goodbye, dear trees, 
It’s time to go. 
TreEE Sparrow: Fly away, fly away! 
No time to stay. 
We'll see you all 
Some April day. (Brrps fly away.) 
Map te: My leaves are gone, 
My birds are flown 
I’ll take a nap 
Till they come home. 
(Enter CHILDREN, 
carrying “‘hatchet.”’) 
Cuitpren (Sing): The North Wind 
doth blow, 
And we shall have snow, 
And what will poor Robin do then? 
He'll sit in the barn 





warmly dressed, 


And keep himself warm 
And hide his head under his wing. 

Jessre: Where can we find 

A Christmas tree? 

Not too tall, 

Not too small 
JOHNNIE: I want the biggest 

Tree of all. 
JaANEY (Standing beside Fir Tree): 

Here’s a pretty 

Little tree, 

Just exactly 

Tall as me. 
Jory: That’s just right. 

We'll take that one. 

Now get ready 

For the fun. 
(CuttpREN “chop” down Fin TREE.) 
Fir Tree: What do they mean 

A Christmas tree? 

What are they going 

To do to me? 

CURTAIN 


*e & * 





ScENE 2 

Serrinc: A living room. 

Art Rise: Cuitpren are selling up Fim 
Tree in a tub and bringing boxes of 
trimmings. 

Jessie: Here’s the place 
To put the tree 
Right where every 
One can see. 

JOHNNIE: Bring the 
Decorations now 
Colored balls 
For every bough. 

JANEY: Silver tinsel, 

Popeorn strings, 
Angels with 
Bright golden wings. 

Jory: And on every 
Bough a light 
To make it 
Beautiful tonight. 

(CHILDREN trim TREE.) 

Jounnie: Where are the presents? 

Jory: Under the tree. 

JouNnnie: I hope that there’ll be 
Lots for me! 

Fir Tree: This is fine! 

How I shine! 

How I wish 

My friends could see 
What is happening 
To me! 

(CHILDREN finish trimming Tree and 
sland around it.) 

Jessie: Oh, how beautiful! 

Jounnie: Hooray! 

Janey: Aren’t you glad 
It’s Christmas Day? 

Jory: Christmas Tree, 

We love you so! 
You're the nicest 
Tree we know. 


CHILDREN (Sing): Oh, Christmas Tree, 
Oh, Christmas Tree, 
Your leaves are green forever! 
(Repeat) 
Not just in summer when it’s warm, 
But all through winter snow and 
storm. 
Oh, Christmas Tree, 
Oh, Christmas Tree, 
Your leaves are green forever! 
Fir Tree: And to think 
I never knew 
Things so wonderful 
Were true! 
(CHILDREN go oul and it grows dark, 
then light again.) 
Fir Tree: Was it a dream? 
No, I’m awake. 
Here I am — 
There’s no mistake. 
From now on 
And every day 
I'll be light 
And bright and gay. 
(Enter CHILDREN, carrying toys.) 
Jessie: Christmas Day 
Is gone and past. 
JoHNNIE: How I wish 
That it would last! 
Janey (Taking decorations from TREE): 
Help me put 
This stuff away 
For another 
Christmas Day. 
(CHILDREN pack decorations in boxes 
and pull Tree to door.) 
Fir Tree: What have I done 
To treat me so? 
Jory (Pushing Tree through door): 
There, old tree, 
Out you go! 
CURTAIN 


** & * 








ScENE 3 
Serrine: A back yard. 
Av Rise: The Fir Tree is leaning 
against a fence. Enter Two Mice, 
who poke around TREE. 


ist Mouse: Look! I’ve found 
A funny thing — 
Popcorn growing 
On a string! 
2np Mouse: Where'd you find it? 
Ist Mouse: Come and see! 
2np Movse: This must be 
A popcorn tree. 
Fir Tree: I’m a fir tree. 
2np Mouse: No, you’re not. 
You’re so old 
That you forgot. 
Frr Tree: No, I’m young 
And green and tall. 
I’m the nicest 
Tree of all. 
Ist Mouse: What a story! 
2npD Mouse: Where are you from? 
Fir Tree: From the far 
North woods I’ve come 
Oh, I wish 
That I were home! 
lst Mouse: Here comes someone 
From the house! 
2np Mouse: Hurry, scurry, 
Little mouse! (Mice run out. 
Enter CHILDREN.) 
Jessie: Here’s the tree. 
JOHNNIE: It was so pretty! 
Janey: Now it’s gone. 
Jory: And that’s a pity. 
Jessie: Let’s not throw 
The tree away. 
We can keep it 
For our play. 
JOHNNIE: What can we 
Do with it? 


Janey: I know 
Plant it here 
And let it grow. 
Jory: What shall we 
Put on it? 
Jessie: I’ve heard 
Of Christmas presents 
For the birds. 
JouNNiE: What shall we give them? 
JANEY: Things to eat 
Some like grain 
And some like meat. 
Jory: Let’s give each one 
What he needs. 
(CHILDREN bring containers of food 
and tie to Tree.) 
Jessie: Here’s a sandpail 
Full of seeds. 
JOHNNIE: Here’s some suet, 
Nice and fat. 
JANEY: Peanut butter 
They like that. 
Jory: Everything 
That birds can eat 
We'll give them for 
Their Christmas treat. (/2xit Cut.- 
DREN. Enter Brrps who flutter around 
Fir Tree.) 
Cuickabesr: Little fir tree! 
Here you are! 
How did you ever 
Get so far? 
Fir Tree: Sparrow! 
Chickadee! 
All my friends 
Have come to me! 
Junco: Who'd have thought 
That we would meet! 
You look good 
Enough to eat! 
Tree Sparrow: And such tasty 
Trimmings, too! 


Junco! 








Fin Tree: Help yourself, 
They’re all for you. 
Cuickaber: Oh, how happy 
You must be, 
Now that you’re 
A Christmas Tree! 
Fim Tree: Yes, I’ve found out 
What to do 
I can make you 
Happy too! 
(Brrps frolic around Tres, 
food. Enter CHILpREN.) 
CuiLpren (Sing): Oh, Christmas Tree, 
Oh, Christmas Tree, 
Your 
(Repeat) 
Not just in summer when it’s warm, 
But all through winter snow and 
storm, 
Oh, Christmas Tree, 
Oh, Christmas Tree, 
Your are 
(Curtain) 


nibbling 


leaves are green forever! 


leaves green forever! 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Lirriz Fim Tree 
Characters: 6 male; 2 female; Maple, Hem- 
lock, Birds, Mice and extras may be male 
or female, as desired. 
Playing Time: 20 minutes. 


Costumes: Fir, Pine, and Hemlock wear brown 
cto trimmed with evergreen branches. 
gh Tree’s brown costume is trimmed 

wit r leaves in bright autumn colors. 
Chickadee, Sparrow, and Junco wear ap- 
seapdlete ‘bird costumes.  Woodcutters 
wear heavy mackintosh jackets and dun- 
garees. Children wear warm outdoor clothes 
and bright scarves in Scene 1, and everyday 
dress — old-fashioned, if desired — in suc- 
ceeding scenes. Mice may wear costumes 
made of gunny sacks, with tails attached. 


Properties: Pine branches, paper maple leaves, 
cardboard “axes” and “hatchets,”’ tub, 
boxes of tree trimmings, assorted toys pop- 
corn on strings, containers of “food.” 


Setting: Scene 1: A northern forest. No 

scenery is necessary, but backdrop of 

inted trees, etc., may be used, if desired. 
Scene 2: A living room. A few tables and 
chairs, etc., may be placed around stage. 
Scene 3: A back yard. No scenery is neces- 
sary, but a painted backdrop of fence, etc., 
may be used, if desired. 


Lighting: If possible, lights should dim and go 
up again in Scenes | and 2, as indicated 
in the text. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Sorry THE Snow Man 

(Play on pages 63-69) 
Characters: 9 male; 4 female. 
Playing Time: 25 minutes. 


Costumes: 


Santa Claus and the six store 


Santas wear the traditional costumes. The 
store Santas are not padded and do not 


have beards. 
nouncin 
Snow ! 
white 
broom. 


padded 


They wear placards an- 
the names of the stores. 
an wears a battered silk hat, a 
costume, 
Spunky and Mrs. Santa can wear 
red and green costumes. 


The 
and carries a 


The girls wear 


everyday modern dress. 
Properties: Mechanical toy, bell, record book, 


white teddy bear, 


small black paper hat, 


black pores buttons, pins. 


Setting: / 
upstage center. 
Shelves of toys, si 


A display room. Santa’s desk is at 
On the desk is a bell. 
1s and Christmas deco- 


rations may be added. 
Lighting: No special effects. 








Christmas in the Woods 


by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 
Characters Mrs. Rabbit sent me out to collect 
Mr. Rassir WiLuie Mouse carrots for the little one’s stockings. 
Rosy Rosin Boy We always fill their stockings with 
Mrs. SQuiRREL GIRL carrots on Christmas Eve. 


Spicky SPARROW 

Time: The day before Christmas. 

SerrinG: A forest. 

Ar Rise: Mr. Rassir enters left and 
Rosy Rosin enters right. 

Mr. Rassir (As they meet): Good 
morning, Rosy Robin, good morn- 
ing. Have you ever seen such 
beautiful Christmas weather? 

Rosy Rosin: Good morning, Mr. 


Rabbit. No, I never have seen a 
white Christmas before. (Mrs. 
SQuIRREL dances in right.) 

Mrs. Squirre, (Chanting as she 


enters): Christmas is coming, Christ- 
mas is coming. Hello, Mr. Rabbit, 
hello, Rosy, you still here? 

Rosy Rosin: Yes, Mrs. Squirrel. I 
was just saying it’s my first white 
Christmas. Spicky Sparrow per- 
suaded me to stay over so I didn’t 
go South with the rest of the family. 
(Spicky Sparrow enters left.) 

Spicky Sparrow: Hello, everybody. 
Merry Christmas! 

Oruers: Hello, Spicky Sparrow. 

Mr. Rassir: But my goodness, Spicky, 
don’t start saying Merry Christmas 
yet. It’s not until tomorrow. 

Spicky: I know. But it looks like 
Christmas already. It must have 
snowed all last night. 

Mr. Rassit: Yes, it did, and it’s 
beautiful. But I’ve got a lot to do. 
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Mrs. Squrrret: That’s a very nice 
custom, but my family likes chest- 
nut pies. I’ve got to find some nuts 
and take them home. 

Spicky Sparrow: Well, we’re all fixed. 
Aren’t we, Rosy? 

Rosy Rosin: We certainly are. Yester- 
day an old lady threw out a whole 
pile of bread crusts and cracker 
crumbs. You couldn’t ask for a 
better Christmas dinner. 

Mr. Rassir: Well, it looks like a fine 
Christmas. 

Witue Mouse (Breaking through snow 
drift right. His head sticks out): 
What’s so fine about it? 

Mrs. Squirrev: Why, if it isn’t Willie 
Mouse. I thought you’d holed up 
in the big house for the winter. 

Wiig Mouse (Climbing out of the 
hole and coming toward others): Oh, 
yes, I’m all settled in the house. 
And it’s wonderful. They’ve been 
cooking Christmas food for days, 
dropping scraps all over the place. 
My, how I’ve been eating. 

Spicky Sparrow: Well, if it’s so won- 
derful, what did you come out for? 

Wituie Movss: Oh, this fresh snow is 
80 easy to tunnel through that I 
thought I’d pay you a visit. But I 
can’t for the world of me see what 
you are all so happy about. 

Rosy Rosin: Why, Willie, haven’t you 








any Christmas spirit? We’re happy 
because we’re going to have a 
beautiful white Christmas. 

Wit. Movs: Rosy, you don’t know 
what you’re talking about. The 
children in the big house have a 
little machine that plays tunes and 
gives weather reports. I heard it 
say this is the worst snow we’ve had 
in years. Over a foot deep. 

Spicky Sparrow: We don’t need a 
machine to tell us that, Willie. 
We’re not blind. 

Witue Mouse: Well, you might as 
well be. How can you find anything 
under all this snow? (Laughing) 

Mr. Rassir (Looking worried): Willie 
Mouse, it’s nothing to laugh about. 
I won’t be able to find any carrots. 

Mrs. Squirrev: And [ can’t find any 
nuts. 

tosy Rosin: And Spicky, what about 
our pile of bread crumbs? 

Spicky Sparrow: Yes, I hadn’t 
thought of that. They’ll all be 
buried under the snow. 

Mr. Rassair (Looking left): Shh, listen, 
I hear something. 

Boy (Off, shouting): This way! 

Mrs. Squirrev: It’s children. Hide, 
everybody. Hide. (They all run 
upstage and hide behind bushes and 
trees. Girt and Boy enter left.) 

Girt (Pointing at Ing tree at stage 
center as she enters): This is the one. 
It’s the biggest tree in the woods. 

Boy: Sure, it’s perfect. It’ll be won- 
derful to hang things on. 

Girt: It’s just what we've 
looking for. 

Boy: Let’s hurry back to the house 
and get the things. (They run off 
right. The animals and birds all 


been 
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hurry down under the tree again.) 

Witte Mouse: Well, you’d better 
start looking for another tree to sit 
under. 

Mr. Rassir: What do you mean 
another tree? This is our tree. 

Mrs. Squrrret: That’s right. We 
always spend Christmas under this 
tree. 

Spicky Sparrow: Why, I remember 
when I was young we even had a 
nest in it. 

Witire Mouse: That makes no differ- 

You heard what they said. 
They’re going back to the house 
to get the things. That means an 
ax to chop it down with, and a rope 
to tie it up with, and maybe a sled 
to cart it away. They’re going to 
make a Christmas tree out of it. 

Rosy Rosin: Oh, dear! I wish I’d 
gone South with my relatives. 

Spicky Sparrow: Yes, Rosy, 
sorry I got you into this. 

Witure Mouse: Well, folks, | hope you 
enjoy your white Christmas. I’m 
going back into the house where 
it’s warm and there’s plenty to eat. 
(He starts out right.) 

Mr. Rasesrr: But Willie, wait a minute. 
Maybe you could help us. You say 
there’s plenty of food in the house. 

Mrs. Squirret: Yes, Willie, if you 
could carry out just a few carrots. . . 

Spicky Sparrow: And some crusts of 
bread — 

Rosy Rosin: Or even just some 
crumbs. 

Witure Mouse: What? You mean I 
should lug food all the way through 
that tunnel of mine? No, thank you. 

Mr. Rassir: But Willie, haven’t you 
any Christmas spirit? 


ence. 


I’m 








Wie Movse: Christmas spirit? Sure, 
I’ve got Christmas spirit just like 
everyone else nowadays. Look at 
those children. They’ve already got 
one Christmas tree in the house but 
is it enough? No, they want a bigger 
one, 80 they’re coming to chop down 
yours. Nowadays everyone thinks 
about what they can get, not what 
they can give. Goodbye. (He crawls 
into his tunnel and disappears.) 

Rosy Rosin: Well, there’s a fine 
character. 

Mr. Rassir: Now, Rosy, maybe we 
shouldn’t be too hard on Willie. 
He’s spoiled from living indoors. 

Mrs. SquirreL: But do you suppose 
he’s right that there isn’t any 
Christmas spirit any more? 

Spicky Sparrow: It certainly begins 
to look like it as far as we’re con- 
cerned. Even the weather has turned 
against us. (Offstage voices of Boy 
and Girt singing “Jingle Bells,” 
with music accompaniment.) 

Mr. Rasair (Looking right): Here they 
come again. 

Mrs. Squirre.: They’ve got a sled. 

Spicky Sparrow: We're going to lose 
our tree! 

Rosy Rosin: Hide, everybody! (They 
all run upstage and hide. Boy and 
GIRL slop singing as they enter right. 
Music continues. Boy is pulling sled 
with a rope; Giru is pushing. Boy 
has small portable radio slung over 
his shoulder on strap. The sled is 
loaded with bulging shopping bags.) 

Boy (As they stop under tree): Well, 
that’s enough music. (He switches 
radio off and music stops.) Let’s get 
to work. 

Giri (Reaching into one of the bags): 


This is going to be the best Christ- 
mas tree we've ever trimmed. (She 
takes out string with carrots tied every 
few inches.) These carrots will look 
pretty and the rabbits will love 
them. (She goes left and quickly 
hangs string on branch.) 

Boy (Taking string of nuts from bag): 
And look at these nuts. What a 
time the squirrels will have with 
them. (He hangs string of nuts on 
branch right.) 

Giru (Taking string of bread crusts and 
pieces of suet): Bread crusts and 
suet for the birds. (She hangs it on 
the branch left.) 

Boy (Taking out string of popcorn): 
And popcorn. I guess both the birds 
and the animals like popcorn. (He 
hangs it on branch right.) 

Gir (Taking out extra long string with 
cranberries threaded on it): And here’s 
their dessert. Cranberries. (Boy 
takes one end of string and Giru the 
other, and they stretch it all the way 
across the tree. Then they step down- 
stage and look at decorations.) 

Grr: Oh, it’s beautiful. 

Boy: I’ve got another idea. (He takes 
radio from strap, then quickly un- 
hooks one end of the carrot string. 
He hooks it onto the knob of radio and 
then hangs radio on hook on tree.) 
It won’t hurt this old radio to be 
out overnight and I’ve hooked the 
end of the carrot string onto the 
switch. Boy, won’t they be sur- 
prised! 

Gir: That’s wonderful. Oh, I wish I 
could stay here and watch them. 

Boy: So do I. But they’ll never come 
out while we’re here. (He picks 
up rope from sled and they start off.) 








Boy anv Giri (Turning toward trees): 
Merry Christmas, Birds and Animals, 
Merry Christmas! (They go off 
right. Mr. Rassir, Mrs. SQUIRREL, 
Sricky Sparrow, and Rosy Rosin 
all come running downstage and look 
at trimmings on tree.) 

Mrs. Squirret: My, my my, just 
look. Everything from fruit to nuts. 
We'll have chestnut pie after all. 

Mr. Raspir: And carrots. 

Spicky Sparrow: And bread. 

Rosy Rosin: And suet to go with it. 

Mr. Rapeir: Those dear children. 
And we thought they were going to 
chop down our tree. 

Mars. Squirrev: Instead they made us 
a Christmas tree. 

Spicky Sparrow: And Willie said there 
was no more Christmas spirit. 

Rosy Rosin (Looking right): Here he 
comes now. (As WILLIE crawls 
sadly from his hole and starts toward 
them) What’s the matter, Willie? 
We thought you’d gone back into 
the house. 

Wire Mousse: I tried to go back. 
But I’m in trouble, terrible trouble. 

Mr. Raseir: Why? What happened, 
Willie? 

Witutre Mouse: Those children with 
their sled. They must have trampled 
down my tunnel. It’s all blocked up 
and I can’t find my way back to 
the house. 

Mr. Rassir: Ha, ha, ha, now isn’t 
that just too bad. 

Mrs. Squrrrev: He, he, 
nice warm house. 

Spicky Sparrow: Ho, ho, ho, no more 
scraps on the floor. 

Rosy Rosin: Maybe it serves you 
right, Willie Mouse. 


he, no more 
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Mr. Rassir: Now, wait a minute. 
We’re none of us showing the Christ- 
mas spirit. Just because Willie 
wouldn’t help us doesn’t mean we 
can’t help him. There’s an extra 
room in our house. He can live 
there till the snow melts. 

Mrs. Squirre.: Mr. Rabbit is right. 
And Willie can share our food. 
(Pointing to tree) Look, Willie, what 
the children brought us. 

Wituie Mouse: You mean 
what they had on the sled? 

Spicxy Sparrow: That’s right. They 
made a Christmas tree for us. 

Rosy Rosin: And you said there was 
no more Christmas spirit. 

Wiiure Mouse: I guess I was the one 
who didn’t have any Christmas 
spirit. But I’ll never say that again. 
You’veall shown me how wrong I was. 

Mr. Rassrr: Well, that’s settled. 
We're all going to have a merry 
Christmas after all. (Reaching up to 
carrot string) And I’d better hurry 


that’s 


home with some of these carrots to — 


fill the stockings. (He pulls at one 
of the carrots and the music, “Jingle 
Bells,” starts. They all back away 
and then smile. They all join hands 
and dance around the tree.) 

Au (Singing to tune of Jingle Bells): 
Fruit to nuts, fruit to nuts, 
We'll pick them off the tree; 
Our Christmas will be merry, 
As merry as can be. 
Christmas day, Christmas day, 
Now it’s almost here; 
And may it fill hearts everywhere, 
With merry Christmas cheer! 

THE END 


(Production Notes on page 86) 











Little Chip’s Christmas Tree 


by Lucille M, Duvall 


Characters 
GRANDFATHER 
Cup 
Puck ) 
TWINK 
SLIP 
FLick ( a cio 
PupGy 
Saucy ) 


Two Guarp ELves 
NINE CAROLERS 


Time: Long, long ago. 

SeitinG: The interior of a poor cabin 
in Ireland. There is a fireplace at 
center back with a large window to the 
right of it. A tall evergreen stands at 
left of fireplace. 

Ar Rise: GRANDFATHER is stirring up 
the fire. Cup stands at window, 
looking out. 


GRANDFATHER: It’s a cold wind that’s 
blowing out there. I’m after thinking 
it’s going to be a bitter night. 

Curr: I’m afraid so, Grandfather. The 
Little People will be needing the 
warmth of the fire tonight to cheer 
them up. 

GRANDFATHER: Aye, it’s been a hard 
winter for them. And for us, too. 

Cup: But you mustn’t feel sad, Grand- 
father. Soon I will be big enough to 
help you chop wood. Then we shall 
have enough money to have a fine 
feast to celebrate the Christ Child’s 
birthday. 

GRANDFATHER: And this year we have 
only a crust of bread. You are only 


a little boy, Chip, and Christmas 
should be a happy time. 

Cup: But it will be. This is the first 
year that I have been old enough to 
go caroling with the village children. 
Besides, you told me yourself that 
it is more precious to give than to 
receive, 

GRANDFATHER: And what do we have 
to give, little one? 

Cup (Pointing to tree): We gave 
shelter to the Little People during 
the cold winter nights. The extra 
fuel did not cost us much, and think 
how happy it must have made them. 

GRANDFATHER: Perhaps you're right. 
But I must be going now to chop 
wood. Be sure to wrap up warmly 
if you go caroling. 

Curr: I will, Grandfather. But I still 
wish that you would let me help 
you with the Yule log for the big 
house. 

GRANDFATHER: Not this year. The log 
is too big and you are still too small. 
Next year you can help me. (As 
he goes toward door) Listen, | hear 
your friends now. (Offstage sound of 
children’s voices singing a carol be- 
comes stronger. GRANDFATHER and 
Cure stand quietly and listen. As 
the music stops, GRANDFATHER exils 
left. There is an offstage chorus of 
greetings CAROLERS and 
GRANDFATHER, then CAROLERS burst 
into the room.) 

Ist CaroLter: Come, Chip, not ready 
yet? 


between 








2xnp Caroier: Hurry, the villagers 
will think we are not coming. 

3rp Caroier (Looking around as Cup 
takes down his outer wraps from a 
nail on the wall and begins to put 
them on): 1 say, what’s this? (Points 
to tree) 

4ru Carouier: A tree! What are you 
doing with a tree in the house? 
(They all laugh.) 

Curr: It’s for the Little People. They 
live in trees, you know. 

5ru Carouer: The Little People? 

6ru Caroier: Oh, I know. They’re 
elves — little elf men. My great- 
granny told me about them. They 
live in the branches of evergreen 
trees. But why did you bring the 
tree into the house, Chip? 

Cup: It’s been such a cold and stormy 
winter. I worried about the Little 
People out there in all kinds of 
weather. So Grandfather said I 
might bring their tree in where it 
will be warm for them 

77H CaRoLer: But how do you know 
they come into the house? 

Cup: Oh, I often hear them after I’m 
in bed at night. They sing and dance 
all night long. 

81H CAROLER: 
them? 

Cup: No, you must never do that. If 
you see an elf, the spell is broken 
and they will never come back again. 

9ru CaroLer: The villagers will go 
without their caroling if we don’t 
get started soon. 

Curr: I’m ready. (As CAROLERS exit) 
Wait just a minute until I open the 
window a little so the elves can get 
in. (Opens window, then rushes out 
after CaroLers. Voices can be heard 


Do you ever watch 


caroling, then gradually fading out 
into the distance. The mischievous 
face of Puck appears at the window. 
He looks around the room, then climbs 
in, followed by a throng of little elves.) 

Puck: Hurray! We’re safe. They’re 
both gone. 

Saucy: Let’s hurry. We don’t want 
them to get back before we finish. 

Puck: Oh, don’t be in such a rush. 
We’ve loads of time and this heat 
feels good to me. (Holds hands out 
lo fire) 

Sup: But we didn’t here to 
relax, Puck. We’ve enjoyed a warm 
place to sleep all winter, thanks to 
little Chip. Now it’s our time to 
help him. 

PupGy (Returning from an exploratory 
trip offstage right): I’ve looked in 
the cupboard. ‘There’s nothing to 
eat but a crust of bread. 

Puck: Poor Pudgy! This is no place 
for you, is it? 

PupGy ([ndignantly): | was thinking 
of little Chip. Remember how he 
went out in the snow to gather nuts 
and berries for us so we wouldn’t go 
hungry in winter? 


come 


Fiick: We must pay him back some- 
how. Can’t you help us with some 
magic, Twink? 

Twink: I'll try! 

hands, 
Hippy, hoppy, 
Empty shelves. 
Shame on you, 
Now fill yourselves. 

Pupcy (Who has followed Twink, 
jumps up and down in excitement): 
Look, look, they’re full of food. 

Twink: And the best part is they’!! 
always be that way. 


(Goes to right exit, 


waves chants mysteriously) 


That’s part 








of the magic. (To Pupay who is 
pacing up and down the room deep in 
thought) Now, shall we go? 

Puck: No, wait. That’s not enough to 
repay Little Chip all his kindness 
to us. (Looks around the room) 
What else could we do? 

Saucy: I know. Let’s dress up the tree. 

Sup: Dress up the tree? 

Saucy: Yes, make it beautiful. Then 
the whole room will shine. Remem- 
ber the way he hung nuts and berries 
on it for us? Let’s hang our treasures 
on it. 

Frick: But we’re taking them to the 
Fairy Queen. 

Saucy: We could make her some more 
tonight. 

Puck: The very thing. Why didn’t 
I think of that? (Goes to window and 
calls) Ho, guards, bring in the 
treasures. (Two Guarp ELves 
carrying sacks over their shoulders 
clamber into the room.) Here, 
spread them out on the table. 
(GuaRDs empty sacks of brilliant 
Christmas decorations on table. There 
are “Oh’s” and “Ah’s” of admiration 
from all.) 

Sup: Let’s hurry. It will take us all 
night to make more treasures for the 
queen. (All bustle, and to the strains 
of “Let’s Trim the Christmas Tree,” 
they proceed to decorate the tree with 
the ornaments. There is much laughter 
and excited talking. Guarps make 
a trip outside and return with greens 
to decorate the mantel. Some of the 
others find candles for either end. 
When they are finished, they stand 
back and admire their handiwork, then 
show their joy by capering around the 
stage to the tune of the music.) 
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Puck: Sh-h! Quiet! I think I hear 
the carolers. (There is complete 
silence and the CAROLERS’ song can be 
heard faintly, as if from a distance.) 

Sup: Hurry. We mustn’t be caught 
here. (They all exit gleefully through 
the window with the exception of 
PupGy who can’t quite make it and 
sticks tn the window.) 

Pupey (Frantically): Help me! Help 
me! I’m stuck. (There is a sound of 
muffled laughter from the elves and 
then PupGy disappears through the 
window just as the CaroLers burst 
in through the door.) 

Ist CAROLER: Oh-h, but it feels good 
in here. It’s nice and warm. 

2nD CaroLer (With teeth chattering): 
I’m so cold I don’t know what to do. 
(All crowd up to fireplace so intent 
on getting warm they do not notice 
tree or decorations. ) 

3rD CaroLer: And hungry! 
eat most anything. 

Cup: I’m sorry. We have only a crust 
of bread and I must save that for 
Grandfather. 

GRANDFATHER (Entering at door): 
Share it with your friends, Chip. 
It’s not much, but it’s all we have 
to offer. 

Cure (Going offstage right): Grand- 
father, look! The cupboard is full 
of food. 

4rH Caro.er (Starting to go to Curr, 
but stopping suddenly when he notices 
the tree): Chip, what’s this? Look, 
your tree is full of beautiful orna- 
ments. (All gather around examining 
and exclaiming over tree) 

Cup (Bewildered): But Grandfather, 
what is this? What can it mean? 
Who has filled our cupboard with 


I could 








food and trimmed our tree with 
treasures? 

GRANDFATHER: It could be no one but 
the Little People. Once when I 
was a child I saw a saraple of their 
work. It was like this. 

61H Caro ter: But Great-Granny said 
the Little People were mischievous 
elves who loved to play tricks on 
people. 

GRANDFATHER: That’s true. But they 
are said to never forget a favor, 
and Chip has been their friend. 

Cure: I can’t 
thank them. 

GRANDFATHER: I’m afraid that’s im- 


wait until tonight to 


possible, Chip. Once they give you 
a gift, you will never see them again. 

Gru CaroLer: But they say if the 
Little People visit you, luck will go 
with you the rest of your days. 

Crip: But how can I ever thank them 
for being so kind to me? 

77H CaroLer: There must be some way 
that you can show them how much 
you appreciate their kindness. 

8ru CaroLer: The tree! 

Cup: The tree? 

8ru Caro_er: Why not bring in a tree 


each Christmas Eve and trim it with 
these treasures in memory of the 
elves and what they did for you? 
Then they will know you have not 
forgotten them. 

Cure: A Christmas tree! 
wonderful idea. 

9rn Carouer: Let’s all do it. It sounds 
like fun, 

Isr CaroLer: Well, come on. What 
are we waiting for? We still have 
time to get a tree tonight. 

Cup (As they start to exit): But wait 
there’s food now. 
3RD CaROLER: Oh, 

We've a lot to do. 


That’s a 


that wait. 
(CAROLERS exit. 
Their voices can be heard raised in 


can 


song. GRANDFATHER and Curp listen 
until the sound dies out in the distance. ) 

Crip: Grandfather, what a wonderful 
night this is. 

GRANDFATHER: And all because you 
thought of others more than you 
did of yourself. But come, let’s 
have our feast. There’s plenty of 
food now, thanks to your little 
friends. (Cute and GRANDFATHER 
exit as curtain closes slowly.) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Litre Curp’s Curistmas TREE 


Characters: 10 male; 9 Carolers may be male 
or female, as desired. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Chip and Grandfather wear old- 
fashioned peasant dress; Chip puts on coat 
before exiting with Carolers. Carolers 
wear bright outdoor clothing. Elves wear 
conventional elf costumes. 

Properties: 2 sacks containing Christmas 
tree decorations; evergreen branches; re- 


cording of “Let’s Trim the Christmas 
Tree.” 

Setting: Interior of a poor cottage in Ireland. 
There is a fireplace at center back with a 
mantelpiece. A window large enough to 
admit the elves is at right of fireplace. An 
evergreen tree stands at left of fireplace. 
The room is poorly and scantily furnished. 
Exit left leads to outdoors; exit right leads 
to other rooms of cottage. 

Lighting: No special effects. 








The Legend of the Christmas Rose 


by Eleanore Leuser 


Characters 

MADELON, a shepherd girl 

Esi &BAN, her older brother 

ALDERAN, her younger brother 

Joser, her youngest brother 

ANDRES, 4 neighbor boy 

MIcHELA, a neighbor girl 

Tue Turee Wisk MEN 

THe ANGEL 

O1HER ANGELS 

Time: The first Christmas. 

SETTING: A snow-covered road near the 
field where Madelon tends her sheep. 
There is a well at left, and a large 
rock near center stage. 

At Ruse: Esresan runs in breathlessly 
as though looking for someone. 

EsreBan (Calling): Madelon — Made- 
lon — where are you? 

MAvDELON (Entering. She carries a 
crook.): 1 am here, Esteban, looking 
after my sheep. What is it? 

Estesan: Three most noble strangers 
have just now alighted at our door 
and are coming down the road for a 
drink of water at the well. 

MapDELON: But why so excited, my 
brother? We have surely seen 
strangers before. 

EsreBan: Not like these! They are 
richly dressed and bearing gifts. 
They say they are going to a place 
of great importance not far from 
here. 

MADELON: Bearing gifts 
not far from here. ‘That is indeed 
strange. But why and for whom? 
Surely you found out more. 


-to a place 


EsteBaNn: They were so thirsty and 
weary I had not the heart. See, here 
they come. Perhaps you can ask 
them, sister, after you have given 
them water. (The Turer Wise 
MEN enter carrying caskels and come 
to the well.) 

Ist Wisk Man: May we have a drink 
of water from your well? We have 
traveled far and would quench our 
thirst. 

MADELON (Sloops and fills a cup from 
the well. 


as she 


She hands it lo each in turn 
refills Gladly! All 


travelers like our water. Do- you 


it.): 


still have far to go? 

2np Wise Man: We think not, for we 
have been following the Star and 
now it moves slowly 
Soon it must stop. 

MAbDELON: But what seek you? Whom 
would you find? 

3rD Wisk Man (Who has been silting 
on the rock): We seek the Holy Babe 
— He that was born in a manger. 
We bring Him royal gifts, for we 
have heard that He is to be King and 
Saviour of all mankind. We would 
worship Him. 

MapELoN: What a wondrous tale! I, 
too, would see this Babe. 

Isr Wisk Man: You? A little girl? 
Had you not better stay close to 
home this frosty night? 

2np Wise Man: My brother is right. 
(Kindly) Besides, one must have a 
gift to bring the Holy Babe. (Mape- 
LON looks crestfallen.) Would you 


- very slowly. 








like to see the treasures we are carry- 
ing to Him? 

Mapevon (Eagerly): Oh, yes, if I only 
might! 
casket. MADELON and EsTEBAN peek 


(2np Wisk MAN opens his 


inside, overcome with wonder.) Ooooh 
~ it’s gold, rich yellow gold! 

Esreean: And see all the jewels! 

Ist Wise Man: But we must be on 
our way, my brothers, lest the Babe 
be moved and we do not find Him. 

Wise Man 

casket. \sv and 2nd Wisk MEN start 

offstage. 3xv Wise MAN notices that 

MApDELON and Esrespan look 

heartened and lets his brothers go off 


Come. (2ND closes 


dis- 


ahead, 

3xp Wisk Man: Do not look so sad. 
All 
magnificent. 

MaAvbELon: You mean that even humble 
shepherds like us might bring gifts? 

3xpD Wisk Man: Yes. 
humble the gift or the giver, the 
Babe will rejoice. 


gifts need not be rich and 


No matter how 


If the giver has 
wrought the gift himself or put some- 
thing of himself into it, I think it 
will be as welcomed and as blessed 
as all the gold and jewels of kings 
and princes. (He hurries off to join 
the others.) 

EsteBAN: How wonderful of him to 
tell us that! I wish I could go and 
see this Babe. 

MapELon: Why not, Esteban? If 
this King or Prince or Wise Man 
has spoken truly, why not go? 
Take our little red cockerel that we 
raised together. Then go at once, 
eldest son of our father, and find the 
Babe. 

ESTEBAN: 
sister. 


A thousand 
I shall go. 


thanks, my 
(He hurries out.) 
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MAbDELON (Sitting on rock): How won- 


derful! A Holy Babe born in a 
manger and a star to lead people 
to Him. 


(Running in): Our brother 
has told me of the Babe in the 
manger. He is going to find Him. 
I wish I could go, too. 


ALDERAN 


Mape.ton: Go then, Alderan. And 
take the gray goose with you. It 
belongs to all of us, after all. Did 


we not save it from dying of cold 
and of hunger? Is it not a pet of 
our house? 

ALDERAN: I’ll take it gladly and be on 
my way. (Runs offstage) 

Mapevon: I hope there will be many 
people going to worship this Babe. 
(Josnr enters and goes up to Mavr- 
LON. He is sobbing. 

JoseF: Sister, sister, both my brothers 
are going to see this newborn Babe. 
But I cannot go with them, for I 
have no gift. 

Mapeton: Do not fret, little Josef. 
I will think of something. 

Joser: They are taking the red 
cockerel and the gray goose. There 
is nothing left for me. 

Mapevon: Look, I will give you my 
little pet lamb. 

Josrer: But he is all yours. He follows 
you everywhere with his wobbling 
legs. You love him dearly. 

Mape.ton: We all love him, little 
Josef. Take him. He will be a fitting 
gift for the new Babe. 

Joser: Oh, thank you, Madelon, 
thank you! (He runs off as the two 
NEIGHBOR CHII DREN come in.) 

Mape.on: Greetings, Andres! Greet- 
ings, Michela! Are you two going 
on a journey? 








Anpres: Indeed we are! We have 
been hearing about the Royal Babe 
who lies near here in a manger. We 
are off to worship Him and rejoice. 

Micueca: We have heard that we do 
not have to offer Him rich gifts but 
something that we ourselves treasure. 

AnpreEs: So I am taking Him this 
shepherd’s flute. You know how 
many hours I spent fashioning it 
from a reed. 
made. 

Micue.a: And I have put some honey 
in this basket I wove myself. Do 
you remember how you helped me 
with it — how slow I was at learn- 


It is the best I ever 


ing? Yet you said it was good when 
I was finished. 

Mapewon: Indeed you have woven it 
beautifully, Michela. 

Micuze a: We stopped to see if you 
would not come with us, Madelon. 
Truly nothing so wonderful has ever 
happened before. 

MapsE.Lon: I would love to see this 
Babe better than anything on earth 
but I cannot leave my sheep. You 
two go on and be sure to stop and 
tell me everything about Him when 
you return. 


ANDRES: That we will, Madelon. 
Come, Michela, we must hurry. 
(He takes Micnewa’s hand and 


hurries her out. MADELON sits sadly 
on the rock, An ANGEL appears with 
a wand tipped with a lily. She touches 
MADELON gently with it.) 
ANGEL: What is the matter, Madelon? 
Mape.on (Looks up and starts): An 
Angel in my Father’s fields! Indeed 
strange things are happening. 
ANGEL: Why are you sad, Madelon? 
MapEton: Indeed, I should not be. 
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Everyone is going to see the new- 
born Babe . . . He that is to be a 
King and Saviour of mankind. I 
should be filled with happiness that 
He is born, but—-but I should like 
to see Him, myself. 

AnGEL: And why do you not go, 
Madelon? 

Mape.on: I could not leave my sheep. 

AnGeEL: I will guard them for you, 
Madelon, for you have sent your 
brothers, thinking not of yourself. 
This is a Holy Night. Now will 
you go? 

MapeLon: An Angel guarding my 
sheep! That would indeed be won- 
derful. But still I cannot go. I 
have no gift to take. 

ANGEL: Are you certain, Madelon? 

MapELon: Most certain! The red 
cockerel and the gray goose that we 
owned together I sent with my 
older brothers. To little Josef I 
gave my pet lamb. I cannot carve 
a flute like Andres and Michela is 
taking honey in the basket I taught 
her how to weave. Gladly I saw 
these things go, but I have nothing 
I could offer. 

ANGEL: Think, Madelon, think! Is 
there nothing else that you have 
worked over and put your whole 
heart into? 

Mapewon: I can think of nothing. 

ANGEL: Think again! What did you do 
here in the spring? Your back ached. 
You worked from dawn till dusk. 
You carried water to them and the 
whole neighborhood shared in their 
loveliness. 

Mapeion: Why, I had forgotten. I 
made a little garden here, by the 
well and tended it. It grew fair for 








all to see and I gathered many 
flowers and sent them round about 
to people who had none. But it is 
winter now and the blossoms all have 
died and the snow has covered 
them. 

ANGEL: The blossoms have not died, 
Madelon. They wait for you to 
gather them to take to the Holy 
Babe! See! (She touches the ground 
by the well with her wand.) 

Mapevon: It cannot be possible! A 
rose in winter! (She stoops down 
and picks it.) 

AnGrEL: And from now on there will 
always bloom a white rose in the 
middie of winter to show that one 
shepherd girl thought of others be- 
sides herself. Go — it is a fitting 
gift for this Child who was born ina 
manger. 

MapbELon (Stooping and picking more 
roses): I shall go, kind Angel. I 


go and rejoice and worship the Holy 

Babe. (The ANGEL stands watching 

MADELON as she goes offstage. Then 

she turns and beckons and a group of 

OrvHER ANGELS join her and sing 

“Silent Night” as the curtain closes.) 
THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue LecenpD or THE CuristTmAs Rose 


Characters: 7 male; 3 female; female extras for 
Angels. 


Playing Time: 10 minutes. 


Costumes: Children wear shepherd dress. Wise 
Men wear rich oriental clothing. Angels 
are dressed in traditional costumes. 


Properties: Crook, white roses, for Madelon; 
3 caskets for Wise Men; flute for Andres; 
basket for Michela; lily-tipped wand for 
Angel. 


Setting: A snow-covered road near the field 
where Madelon tends her sheep. There is a 
well at left, and a large rock near center 
“7 White roses are concealed behind 
well. 


Lighting: No special effects. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


CHRISTMAS IN THE Woops 


(Play on pages 75-78) 


Characters: 4 male; 3 female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Mr. Rabbit is dressed in a one- 
piece suit and has a hood with long ears and 
whiskers. Rosy Robin wears a brown cos- 
tume with a red vest and brown wings. 
Mrs. Squirrel is dressed in a gray one-piece 
furry costume and has a large bushy tail. 
Spicky Sparrow wears a grayish brown 
costume with wings. Willie Mouse is 
dressed in a tight-fitting gray costume and 
has a long thin tail. Boy and Girl wear 
heavy overcoats and have scarves around 
their necks. 

Properties: Sled; shopping bags; portable 


radio; strings of carrots, nuts, bread crusts 
and pieces of suet, cranberries. 

Setting: A forest. At center-stage is lower part 
of large fir tree. The trunk and branches 
have snow on them and stretch to left and 
right. The tree can be made of cardblard. 
In order to hang the strings of food up 

uickly, hooks can be placed on the tree. 

Jpstage are snow and several smaller trees 
and shrubs. At right and left are snow 
drifts made of white paper. The one at 
right can have a slit in it for Willie Mouse 
to break through. There are entrances 
downstage at left and right. 

Lighting: No special effects. 











Part Four Radio Play 
A. Christmas Carol 
by Charles Dickens 
Adapted by Lewy Olfson 
Characters Scrooce: Bah! Humbug! What’s 


FRED 

EBENEZER SCROOGE 

Bos Cratcuitr 

A GENTLEMAN 

Guost or Jacop MARLEY 

Guost or CuristTMas Past 

Litr_e FAN 

Op FeEzziwiG 

BELLE 

Guost oF CHRISTMAS PRESENT 

Mrs. Crarcuir 

Cratrcuir Boy 

Cratrcuir Giri 

MartHa Cratcuitr 

Tiny Tim 

A YounG CockNry 

Music: A gay Christmas carol, in and 
under. 

Sounp: Slam of door. 

Frep (Robust and happy, fading on): 
A merry Christmas, Uncle! God 
save you! 

ScroocGe (A mean old man): Bah! 
Humbug! 

Frep (Gaily): Christmas a humbug, 
Uncle Scrooge? You don’t mean that, 
I’m sure. 

Scrooce: I do. Merry Christmas! 
What right have you to be merry? 
What reason? You’re poor enough! 

Frep: Come then, what right have you 
to be dismal, what reason to be 
morose? You're rich enough! 
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Christmas time to you but a time 
for paying bills without money? 
A time for finding yourself a year 
older, but not an hour richer? 

Frep: Though it has never put a scrap 
of gold or silver in my pocket, I 
believe that Christmas has done me 
good, and will do me good; and I 
say, God bless it! 

Crarcuir (A pplauding, off mike): Very 
well said, Mr. Fred! 

ScrooGe: And you, Bob Cratchit, my 
fine young clerk. One more sound 
out of you, and you'll keep Christ- 
mas by losing your situation. 

Cratcuir (Subdued, off mike): Beg 
pardon, Mr. Scrooge. 

Scrooce: If I could work my will, 
Fred, every idiot who goes about 
with “Merry Christmas” on his lips 
would be boiled with his own pud- 
ding, and buried with a stake of 
holly through his heart. 

Frep: Uncle! 

Scrooce: Nephew! Keep Christmas in 
in your own way, and let me keep 
it in mine! 

Frep: Keep it? But you don’t keep it! 

Scrooce: Let me leave it alone, then. 
Good afternoon. 

Frep: Don’t be angry, Uncle. Come! 
Dine with us tomorrow! 

Scrooce: Good afternoon! 











Frep: | am sorry with all my heart to 


find you so resolute, Uncle. Merry 
Christmas! 

ScrooGe: Good afternoon! 

Frep (Fading): And to you, too, 


Cratchit! 
Crarcuir (Off mike): Thank you, sir. 
Frep: And a happy New Year! 
SounbD: Door slamming shut. 

Scrooce (Muttering): Christmas, in- 
deed! sah! 

SounbD: Doorbell ringing. 

Scrooce: Well, Cratchit. 


Humbug! 


See who’s 
at the door! 

Crarcurr (Fading): Very good, sir. 

SounD: Door being opened. 

Scrooce: And who are you? 

GENTLEMAN (Fading on): Scrooge and 
Marley’s, I believe. Have I the 
pleasure of addressing Mr. Scrooge or 
Mr. Marley? 

Scrooce: Mr. Marley has been dead 
these seven years. He died seven 
years ago this very night. 

GENTLEMAN: | doubt his 

liberality is well represented by his 

surviving partner. 


have no 


ScrooGe (Suspiciously): Liberality? 
GENTLEMAN: At this festive season of 
the year, Mr. Scrooge, it is more than 
usually desirable that we should 
make some slight provision for the 
poor and destitute, who suffer greatly 
at the present time. 
Scrooce: Are there no prisons? 
GENTLEMAN: Oh, plenty of prisons. 
Scrooce: And the Union workhouses? 
Are they still in operation? 
GENTLEMAN: They are. Still, I wish 
I could say they were not. 
ScrooGce: Oh! I was afraid from what 
you said at first, that something 
had occurred to stop them in their 


Let those who are 
badly off go to the institutions I 
have just mentioned. 

GENTLEMAN: Many can’t go there; 
and many would rather die. 

Scrooce: Let them do it, then, and 
decrease the surplus population. 

GENTLEMAN: Oh, I’m sure you don’t 
mean that, Mr. Scrooge. What shall 
I put you down for? 

ScrooGe: Nothing! 


useful course. 


GENTLEMAN: You wish to be anony- 
mous? 
Scrooce: I wish to be left alone. 

Good day! 

GENTLEMAN (Fading): | see. Good 
afternoon, Mr. Scrooge. 

Sounpb: Door being shut. 

Scrooce: Christmas, Christmas, 
Christmas! A poor excuse for pick- 
ing a man’s pocket every twenty- 
fifth of December. And you, 
Cratchit! 

Cratcuir (Fading): Yes, Mr. Scrooge? 

ScrooGe: I suppose you'll want all day 
tomorrow. 

Crarcuir (Timidly): 
venient, sir. 

ScrooGe: It’s not convenient and it’s 
not fair! If I were to dock you half 
a crown for it, you’d think yourself 
ill-used; and yet you don’t think me 
ill-used for paying a day’s wages 
for no work. 

Cratcurr: It’s only once a year, sir... 

Scrooce: Bah! But I suppose you 
must have the whole day off. See 
that you’re here all the earlier next 
morning. Good night, Cratchit. 

Cratcuit (Fading): Oh, I will, Mr. 
Scrooge. Good night, Mr. Scrooge! 
(Beat) And... Mr. Scrooge . . 

ScroocE: Eh? 


If quite con- 











Crarcuit (Off mike): A merry Christ- 
mas, sir! 

Scrooce: Humbug! That’s what it is, 
humbug! 

Music: Lively theme, then into eerie 
music, in and under. 

Scrooce (Tossing in his sleep): Mmm 
... can’t sleep ... so tired... must 
get some rest... 

Sounn: Clock tolling twelve. 

ScrooceE (After third peal): Eh? Twelve 
midnight already? What’s wrong 
with me? I can’t sleep. Something 
must have upset me. Ah yes! That 
door knocker downstairs. Strange, 
that knocker. It looked like Marley’s 


face . . . my old business partner, 
Jacob Marley. But that’s impos- 
sible! What are you thinking of, 


It was the 
Now get to 


Ebenezer Scrooge? 
knocker, nothing else! 
sleep. 

Sounp: Chains dragging, far off mike, 
getting closer. 

Scrooce: Eh? What sound is that? 
Someone’s on the stair. Someone 
dragging a chain. Humbug! There’s 
no one there. There’s that noise 
again. Chains! It’s humbug still! 
I won’t believe it! He can’t get in 
here; I locked the door before 
getting into bed. He can’t get in 
here! But... wait! He’s coming... 
through the door! It’s Marley, 
that’s who it is. Marley! I know 
him; it’s Marley’s Ghost! (Louder) 
What do you want with me? 

Maruey (An unearthly voice): Much. 

Scrooge: Who . who are you? 

Mar.ey: Ask me who I was. 

ScrooGce: Who were you, then? You’re 
a might particular! 
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Mar.ey: In life | was your partner, 
Jacob Marley. 

ScroocE: Dreadful apparition, why do 
you trouble me? 

Mar.ey: It is required of every man 
that the spirit within him should 
walk abroad among his fellow men, 
and travel far and wide. And if 
that spirit go not forth in life, it is 
condemned to do so after death. 

ScrooGE: You are fettered with chains, 
Marley. Tell me why? 

Mar.ey: I wear the chain I forged in 
life. I made it link by link, and 
yard by yard. I girded it on of my 
own free will, and of my own free 
will I wore it. Do you know the 
weight and length of your own chain? 

ScrooGce: Jacob, old Jacob Marley, 
speak comfort to me, Jacob! 

Mar ey: I have none to give, Ebenezer 
Scrooge. Hear me; my time is nearly 
gone. 

Scrooce: I will. But don’t be hard 
upon me, Jacob, pray. 

Mar.ey: | am here tonight to warn 
you that you have yet a chance and 
hope of escaping my fate. You will 
haunted by three spirits. 

ScrooGe: Is... is that the chance 
and hope you mentioned, Jacob? 

Mar.ey: It is. 

Scrooce: I— I think I’d rather not. 

Mar.eEy: Without their visits you can- 
not hope to shun the path I tread. 
Expect the first tomorrow, when the 
bell tolls one. 

ScrooGe: Couldn’t I take ’em all at 
once? 

Marey: Expect the second on the 
next night at the same hour. The 
third will come the next night, when 








the last stroke of twelve has ceased 
to vibrate. Ebenezer 
Look to see me 
no more. Goodbye... . ayyyyyyy} 
Scrooce: I’m cold. Humbug, I don’t 
believe it! Ghosts! Ha! Humbug! 
SounD: Clock tolls one. 
Scrooce: One! Oh, dear! It’s time for 
Non- 


one 


Goodbye, 
Serooge. (Fading 


- AVYVVVVYVY. 


him to come, the first spirit. 


sense, Ebenezer, there’s no 
(Gasps) 
. who are you? Are you the 


whose foretold 


coming. It’s all humbug! 

Who.. 

spirit coming Was 
to me? 

Curisrmas Past (A kindly but ghost- 
like voice): | am. 

Scrooce: Who. . 

C. Past: I am the Ghost of Christmas 
Past. 


Scrooce: Long past? 


. What are you? 


C. Pasr: No, your past. Rise, and 
walk with me. 

ScrooGcE: Out the window? But I am 
a mortal, and liable to fall! 

C. Past: Bear but a touch of my hand 
upon your heart, and you shall be 
upheld in more than this. 


Sounp: Slight wind, up and under. 


Come! 


Scroocr: Good Heavens, I know this 
place. I went to school here when 
I was a boy! 

C. Pasr: The school is not quite 

deserted. A solitary child, neglected 
by his friends, is left there still. 

Scrooce: Poor boy ... why... . it’s 

And who is that little girl 

running into the schoolroom? 


me! 


C. Past: Do you not recognize her? 

Scrooce: Why, it’s my little sister, 
Fan! 

Fan (A young, girlish voice, off mike): 
Ebenezer, dear brother! 
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ScrooGce: Poor Fan! How I miss her, 
now that she’s dead. 

Fan: I have come to bring you home, 
dear brother. Home, home! Father 
is so much kinder than he used to 
be, that home’s like Heaven. We're 
to be together all the Christmas long, 
and we'll be happy! 

ScrooGce: Pretty little Fan! 
mother . . 


Fred’s 

. and I turned Fred from 
my door. 

C. Pasr: Come, Ebenezer Scrooge. 

Another vision spreads before us! 

Scrooce: Why, where is this? 

C. Past: Another Christmas from your 
past, Ebenezer Scrooge. 

Scrooce: It’s the Fezziwigs! Dear old 

the best-hearted man 
there ever was. I worked for him 
when I was a lad. Old Fezziwig! 

Frezziwia (Off mike, a jocular man): 
Ho there, Ebenezer! It’s Christmas 
Eve! No more work for the day. 
It’s holiday time! Put up the shut- 
ters, my boy. And clear the floor! 
It’s time for the Christmas dance. 
Come, come, Ebenezer. Hurry! ’Tis 
Christmas! 

ScrooGe (Laughing): Bless his heart, 
old Fezziwig. 

C. Past: Come, Ebenezer Scrooge. 

Scrooce: Oh, let me stay a while 


Fezziwig 


longer. 
C. Pasr: No, another vision appears. 
You are older still... a young man, 


engaged to be married, I think. 
Scrooce: Yes. And that young lady, 
there — that was Belle, my intended, 
Lovely Belle .. . 
C. Pasr: Listen . . . and remember. 
BELLE (A sweet woman's voice, off 
mike): It matters little, Ebenezer. 
To you, very little. Another idol 








has displaced me in your heart; 
and if it can cheer and comfort you 
in time to come, as I would have 
tried to do, I have no just cause to 
grieve. Our engagement is an old 
one, made when we were both poor. 
You are changed, Ebenezer. Gold 
and gain are all that matter to you 
now. I have no dowry, no fortune. 
And so I release you from your prom- 
ise to marry me, with a full heart, 
for the love of him you once were. 
May you be happy in the life you 
have chosen. 

Scroocse: No more, Spirit! Show me 
no more! Take me home! No more! 

C. Past (Fading): So be it... Ebenezer 
Scrooge. 

ScrooGce (/n wonder): Why . . 
I’m in my room. I’m home 
and alone! Did I dream it all? 
No... 1 couldn’t have. Belle... 
Fan... Fezziwig. Such a lot of 
memories. But I must sleep, I’m 
tired. So tired. 

Sounp: Clock tolls one. 

Scrooce: What? One o’clock? Could 
I have slept through a whole day? 

Sounp: Bells jingling gayly. 

Scrooce: But what sound is that? 
Bells jingling? 

CuristmMas Present (Laughs heartily 
off mike.) 

Scrooce: Laughter! Someone’s in my 
sitting room! I'll see who 

C. Present (A jovial, vigorous voice, 
fading on): Come in! Come in, and 
know me better, man! 

Scrooce: Who — who are you, fellow? 

C. Present: I am the Ghost of Christ- 
mas Present. Look upon me! 

Scrooce: What’s all this mess you’ve 
got in my room? Holly, mistletoe, 


. why, 
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ivy — turkeys, geese, poultry! 

C. Present: And see here! A roaring 
fire in the chimney, sausages, mince 
pies, plum puddings, oranges, pears, 
bowls of punch! A Christmas feast! 

Scrooce: All to teach me a lesson, no 
doubt. Well, if you have aught to 
teach me, let me profit by it. Spirit, 
conduct me where you will. 

C. Present: Touch my robe! 

Sounp: Wind, up and under. 

ScrooGce: What house is that, the one 
with the peeled paint, there? 

C. Present: Go to the window, and 
see. Watch the people who live 
there; listen to their words. 

Scrooce: It’s poor woman, with 
several young ’uns by her side. She’s 
talking to them. 

C. Present: Listen! 

Mrs. Crarcuir: What has got your 
precious father, then? And your 
brother, Tiny Tim? And Martha 
warn’t as late last Christmas Day 
by half an hour! 

Crarcuir Boy: Here comes Martha 
now, Mother! 

Marrna (Fading on): Merry Christ- 
mas, Mother, children! 

Aut: Merry Christmas, Martha! 


a 


Cratcun Giri: Wait till you see the 
goose, Martha! 

Marrua: I’m sorry I’m late, but there 
was so much work to be done. 

Mrs. Crarcuir: Well, never mind, so 
long as ye are come. Sit ye down 
by the fire and have a warm, Lord 
bless ye! 

Gru: No, no! There’s Father coming! 

Boy: Hide, Martha, hide! We'll 
pretend you aren’t coming! 

Marrua (Gaily): All right! 








Crarcuit (Fading on): Merry Christ- 
mas, Mother, children! 

Au: Merry Christmas, Father! Merry 
Christmas, Tiny Tim! 


Tivy Tim: Merry Christmas! Mmm, 
the goose smells so good! 

Cratcuit: And how is why, 
where’s our Martha? 

Mrs. Crarcnrr (Seriously): Not 
coming. 


Crarcuit: Not coming upon Christ- 

mas Day? 

Marrua (Fading on slightly, laughing): 

We’re only teasing, Father. Here 
I am. And a merry Christmas to 
you! 

Giri: Come on, Tiny Tim. Come with 

us! 

Boy (Fading): Come listen to 

Christmas 
copper! 

Tuxy Tim (Fading): Oh, yes! Show me! 
Mrs. Crarcuir (Softly): And how did 
little Tim behave? 

‘natcuit: As good as gold, and better. 
Somehow he gets thoughtful, poor 
little cripple, sitting by himself so 
much, and thinks the strangest 
things you ever heard. He told me 
that he hoped the people in church 
saw him, because he was a cripple, 
and it might be pleasant for them 
to remember upon Christmas Day, 
who made lame beggars walk and 
blind men see. 

Mrs. Crarcuir: If only we could do 

something for him ... but hush! 
Here come the children back again! 


the 


pudding sing in the 


~ 


Tiny Tim (Fading on): I saw the 
goose! 

Boy (Fading on): And we smelled the 
pudding! 


Grr: It looks delicious! 


Marrna: And it will be delicious, too! 

Crarcuir (Lustily): And now—a 
toast! 

Ap Lis: A toast! 
the punch! 

Cratcuit: Mr. Scrooge! I'll give you 
Mr. Scrooge, the Founder of the 
Feast! 

Mrs. Cratcuir: The Founder of the 
Feast, indeed! I wish I had him 
here. I’d give him a piece of my 
mind to feast upon, and I hope he’d 
have a good appetite for it. 

Cratcuir: My dear, the children. 
Christmas Day! 

Mrs. Crarcurr: It should be Christ- 
mas Day, I’m sure, on which one 
drinks the health of such an odious, 
stingy, hard, unfeeling man as Mr. 
Scrooge. You know he is, Robert. 
Nobody knows it better than you 
do, poor fellow. 

Cratcuir: My dear, Christmas Day! 

Mrs. Crarcuir: Very well. V’ll drink 
his health for your sake and the 
day’s, but not for his. Long life to 
him! A merry Christmas and a 
happy New Year. He'll be very 
merry and very happy, I’m sure. 

Aut (Listlessly): To Mr. Scrooge. 

Crarcuir: And now, a merry Christ- 
mas to us all, my dears. God bless 
us! 

AL: God bless us! 

Trxy Tim: God bless us, every one. 

ScrooGce (Jn close): Spirit, tell me if 
Tiny Tim will live. 

C. Present: I see a vacant seat in 
the poor chimney corner, and a 
crutch without an owner, carefully 
preserved. If these shadows remain 
unaltered by the Future, the child 
will die. 


Hurrah! Serve out 








ScrooGe: Oh, no, kind Spirit. Say he 
will be spared! 

C. Present: Why worry about crippled 
Tiny Tim? If he be like to die, he 
had better do it, and decrease the 
surplus population. Man — if man 
you be in heart — remember and 
repent your words. 

ScrooGce (Miserably): I do, I do. Oh, 
take me home, Spirit. Show me no 
more. Take me home! 

C. Present (Fading, mysteriously): As 
you wish, Ebenezer Scrooge! 

Sounb: Wind, up and under. 

Scrooce: Take home, 
Why — why I’m in my bed again. 
In my bed! Was it a dream? No, 
impossible. And yet — there’s no 
holly, no mistletoe! But it wasn’t 
a dream, I’m sure of it! 

Sounp: Clock tolling twelve. 

ScrooGe (After the third toll): Oh, dear, 
oh, dear, it’s midnight! It’s time for 
him to be coming, the Ghost that 
I fear most of all — the third. The 
Ghost of Christmas Future. The 
Ghost of Christmas yet to come. 

Music: Eerie theme, sneak in and under. 

Scrooce (Gasps): It’s he — there in 
the shadows, I see him. A phantom, 
draped and hooded, coming like the 
mist! (More loudly) I am in the 
presence of the Ghost of Christmas 
Yet To Come? You nod. You are 
about to show me shadows of the 
things that have not happened, but 
will happen in the time before us. 
Is that so, Spirit? Ghost of the 
Future, I fear you more than any 
spectre I have seen. But as I know 
your purpose is to do me good, I 
am prepared to bear you company. 
Lead on! Lead on! The night is 


me home! 
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waning fast, and it is precious time 
to me, I know. Lead on, Spirit! 

Sounp: Wind, up and under. 

Scrooce: What, Spirit? Do you, too, 
bring me to the home of my clerk, 
Bob Cratchit? You motion me 
toward the window. There is Mrs. 
Cratchit by the fire, with her sewing. 
And the children — they’re so quiet! 
Still as statues, they are. 

Marina: Are you crying, Mother? 

Mrs. Crarcuir: No, dear, it’s — it’s 
the light, it hurts my eyes. They’re 
weak by candlelight, and I wouldn’t 
show weak eyes to your father when 
he comes, for the whole world. It 
must be near time for him to come. 

Marrua: Past it, rather. 

Boy: He walks a little slower than he 
used to, these past few evenings, 
Mother. 

Mrs. Crarcuir: I’ve known him to 
walk with — I’ve known him walk 
with Tiny Tim upon his shoulder, 
very fast indeed. 

Guru: So have I, Mother. 

Marrua: And so have we all. 

Mrs. Crarcuir: But he was very light 
to carry, and his father loved him 
so, that it was no trouble. Now, 
there’s your father at the door! 

Marrua: Come here, Father. Sit by 
the fire. 

Cratcuir (Slowly, sadly, as he fades 
on): Thank you, Martha, my dear. 

Grr: Your tea is ready, Father. 

Mrs. Crarcuir: You — you went to- 
day, Robert? 

Cratcuir: Yes, my dear. I wish you 
could have gone. It would have done 
you good to see how green a place 
it is. But you'll see it often. I 
promised him that we would. (With 








a break in his voice) My .. . little 
child. My... Tiny Tim. 
ROOGE: Poor Tiny Tim. . 


did he have to die? 


. oh, why 
You draw me 
with you, Spirit. This court through 
which we hurry now — I know this 
place. This is where my place of 
I see my office. Let 
Why ... why, it’s not 
The furniture has been 


occupation is. 
me look in. 
my office! 
changed. 

who is it? 


That man at my desk, 

Why, it’s my nephew, 
Fred! What is the meaning of this? 
Will you 
Phantom? But no; you draw me on. 


answer my questions, 
A churchyard, overrun with weeds 
and grass, the growth of vegetation’s 
death, life. What 
place is this, unkept, uncared for? 
What wretched souls find their ends 

You 
Before 
I draw nearer to that stone to which 


not miserable 


beneath this neglected soil? 


single out a grave, Spectre. 


you point, answer me one question. 
Are these the shadows of the things 
that will be, or are they the shadows 
of the things that may be? You 
answer not, but point to a headstone. 
I can’t make 
out the name. I can only feel out 
the letters. They spell Eb... Ebe 

. . Ebenezer Scrooge! Then this 
wretched grave, this dismal end, is 


The stone is decayed 


mine! No, Spirit, oh, no! Spirit, 
hear me. I am not the man I was. 
Why show me this, Spirit? I will 


change! I will honor Christmas in 
my heart, and try to keep it all the 
I will live in the Past, the 
Present, and the Future. The Spirits 


year. 


of all three shall strive within me. 
Oh, tell me I may sponge away the 
writing on this stone. Tell me so! 
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Tell me! Tell me! 
Sounpb: Clock tolling one. 
Scrooce (Whimpering): ‘Tell me, 
Spirit! Tell me! Why — why, I’m 
in my room. I’m home — I’m alive! 
Oh, Jacob Marley, | will change! 
Heaven and Christmastime be 
praised! I say it on my knees, 
Jacob, on my knees! Oh, I don’t 
know what to do. I’m as light as a 
feather, as happy as an angel. I’m 
as merry as a schoolboy! Merry 
Christmas, old room, old bed cur- 
tains! Merry Christmas, old sauce- 
pan! But what am I standing here 

for? I must find out what day it is! 

Sounpb: Window being opened. 

Scrooce: Hallo! Hallo there, what’s 
today, boy? 

A Youne Cocknry (Off mike): Today? 
Why, it’s Christmas Day! 

Scrooce: Thank heavens! Christmas! 
Then I haven’t missed it. Hallo, my 
fine fellow! 

Cockney: Yes, sir? 

ScrooGe: Do you know the Poulterers 
in the next street but one, at the 
corner? Do you know whether 
they’ve sold the prize Turkey that 
was hanging up there—not the 
little one, but the great big one? 

Cockney: It’s hanging there now, sir. 

Scrooce: Is it? What an intelligent 
boy you are! Go and buy it — here’s 
the money, and a half-crown extra 
for you. 

Cockney (Impressed): Yes, sir! 

Scroocs: And have them send it to 
this address. Merry Christmas! 

Cockney (Fading): Merry Christmas 
to you, too, sir! 

Scrooce: Ha, ha! I'll send it to Bob 
Cratchit’s! He shan’t know who 








sent it. What a surprise it will be — 
twice the size of Tiny Tim! But 
what am I standing here in my night- 
shirt for? I’ve things to do, people 
to see. I must be off. Whee! 
Music: Gay theme, in and under. 
Sounpb: Knock at door; door opens. 
Scrooce: Fred! 
Frep (Amazed): 
I see? 
Scrooce: It’s I, your Uncle Scrooge. 
I’ve come to dinner, for Christmas, 
you know. Will you let me in, Fred? 
Frep: Let you in! You'll be lucky if 
I don’t shake your hand off! 
Merry Christmas, Uncle Ebenezer! 
(Calling off mike) Naney! Look 
who’s here! Set another place at 
table. It’s Uncle 
Christmas! 
Music: Delightful theme, in and under. 
Scrooge: Ah, what a wonderful time 
that was at Fred’s yesterday. What 
a charming girl his wife is. I really 
must do something for them! (/n 
secret glee) Oho, but here comes Bob 
Cratchit. I hoped I’d get here to 
the office ahead of him to surprise 
him! 
Sounpb: Door opening. 


who is this 


Why, 


Scrooge, for 


Hallo! What do 
you mean by coming here at this 
time of day, Cratchit? 

Crarcuir (Timidly): U’m very sorry, 
Mr. Scrooge, sir. It won’t happen 

sir, I promise. I was making 
a bit merry yesterday, and 

Scrooce (Growling): Now, Ill tell you 
what. I’m not going to stand for 
this sort of thing any more, and 
therefore I am about to — raise your 
salary! 

Cratrcuit (Aghast): Mr. Scrooge! 

ScrooGce (Laughing genially): 


ScrooGe (Sourly): 


again, 


A merry 


Christmas, Bob. A merrier Christ- 
mas, my good fellow, than I’ve 
given you for many a year. I'll 
raise your salary and we must 


find the best doctor in all of London 
for that young son of yours 

Cratcur: | I don’t know what to 
say, Mr. Scrooge. 

ScrooGe: Don’t say anything, Bob, 
old fellow. This is the happiest 
Christmas of my life. 

Cratcuir: And of mine. As Tiny Tim 
observed, God bless us, every one! 

Music: Christmas finale, full to finish. 


THE END 
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Plays for Christmas : 


In addition to the many fine plays for the celebration of Christmas that appear in 
this issue, subscribers may also obtain plays for Christmas from previous issues. 


a. 
. . ‘ 
For Junior High and Older Groups I 
ALL ABOARD FOR Sas THE CASE OF THE SILENT CAROLER be 
THE HUMBLEST PLACE THE CHRISTMAS OBOE 
THE LEFT-OVER REINDEER LITTLE WOMEN he 
ANGEL CHILD NONE BUT THE PAIR 
THE PERFECT GIFT THE ROAD TO BETHLEHEM be 
"TWAS THE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS CHRISTMAS RECAPTURED 
SANTA GOES TO TOWN (All-girl cast REINDEER ON THE ROOF ba 
HOME FOR CHRISTMAS A ROOM FOR A KING 
THE KING IS HERE THE MAN WHO STAYED AT HOME 
CHRISTMAS EVE LETTER PUPPY LOVE 
CHRISTMAS SHOPPING EARLY THE CHRISTMAS BUG 
NO ROOM AT THE INN THE MAN WHO FOUND THE KING 
DICKENS’ CHRISTMAS CAROL CHRISTMAS SPIRIT 
UIET CHRISTMAS ROOM FOR MARY 
THE STAR IN THE WINDOW 
For Middle Grades é 
Cc a COMES TO HAMELIN HAPPY CHRISTMAS TO ALL 
THE WAY PHE FRIDAY FOURSOME PACKS A BOX 
NINE % HEE RS FOR CHRISTMAS ill-girl cast) 
O LITTLE TOWN OF BETHLEHEM JINGLE BELLS 
THE CHRISTMAS UMBRELLA THE WAY TO THE INN . 
TOUCHSTONE THE TWELVE DAYS OF CHRISTMAS » 
THE CHRISTMAS RUNAWAYS CHRISTMAS AT THE CRATCHITS . 
CHRISTMAS EVE NEWS THE BIRDS’ CHRISTMAS CAROL 
KEEPING CHRISTMAS? SILENT NIGHT . 
WHAT, NO SANTA CLAUS THE WOMAN WHO DIDN'T WANT 
THE FIRST CHRISTMAS TREE CHRISTMAS : 
’ ’ bes 
For Lower Grades 
GRANNY GOODMAN'S CHRISTMAS THE WEEK BEPORE CHRISTMAS ; 
MRS. CLAUS’ CHRISTMAS PRESENT LITTLE CHRISTMAS GUEST iS 
EVERYWHERE CHRISTMAS THE LITTLE CHRISTMAS TREE } 
THE SANTA CLAUS TWINS A WHITE CHRISTMAS ‘. 
LONG AGO IN BETHLEHEM THE CHILDREN OF CHOCOLATE 
STANDING UP FOR SANTA STREET . 
CANDLES FOR CHRISTMAS THE CHRISTMAS CAKE 
CHRISTMAS IN OLD BOSTON SANTA CLAUS FOR PRESIDENT a 
THE NEW-OLD CHRISTMAS DECEMBER GIFT 
NORTH POLE CONFIDENTIAL TWINKLE “ 


° 


Radio Plays 


WHICH OF THE NINE? 

THE COMING OF THE PRINCE 
VISION OF THE SILVER BELL 

A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

THE ELVES AND THE | memes 

A MERRY CHRISTMA 

CHRISTMAS EVERY DAY 

THE GENERAL AND THE CHRISTMAS 


TREE 
THE LEFT-OVER REINDEER 


Any of these plays from past issues of our magazine, as well as those in the current 
issue, may be produced royalty-free by subseribers. Single copies of individual 
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plays may be purchased by current subscribers only for 25¢ each (50c¢ to non- 
subscribers). 


When ordering scripts, please give name under which subscription is listed. Other- 
wise regular price of 50c per copy will be charged. To eliminate bookkeeping, we 
suggest that payment accompany playbook orders, especially for small quantities. % 
PLAYS INC. @ 8 ARLINGTON ST., BOSTON 16, MASS. fp 
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Published Fall, 1956: 


Prize Plays for Teen-Agers 
by Heten Louise MILLER 


holiday plays and 
young people by a popular 
understands how 
Sparkling dialogue and 
true-life situations 


A group of one-act comedies 
everyday plays for 
playwright and teacher who 


teen-agers act and talk 
entertaining 


Junior High and Older. 504 pages: $5.00 


Melodramas and Farces 
for Young Actors 


by Earu J. Dias 


4 dozen old-fashioned melodramas and rib 
tickling modern farces, complete with vicious 
villains aliant eroes, and virtuous heroimes 
Easy to pro . 

Junior Hig i Olde 263 pages; $4.00 


Published — Spring, 1956: 


* ° *w 
Radio Plays of Famous Stories 
by Lewy OL¥Fson 
of royalty-free radio dramatizations 
Marner, Jane Eyre 
Dawid Copperfield 
yrano de Bergerac, Captains 
The Importance of Being Earnest, etc 
Junior High and Older 


A collectior 
of 15 classics, such as 
The House 
Tom Sawyer, ( 
Courageous 


Silas 


f the Seven Gables 
250 pages; $3.75 


Mystery Plays for Young People* 
by Joun MuRRay 


Everyone loves a my and these 16 one-act 
dramas will prove exciting for both actors and 
audiences here are gt murders, inter- 
national! intrigues, jewel thefts. missing wills, and 
other spine-tingling situations in this assortment 
of thrillers 


Junior High and Older 


stery 


osts 
372 pages; $4.00 


. . * 
Patriotic Plays and Programs 
by AILeen Fisner and Oxive Rape 

A collection of one-act plays, skits, poems 

tations, and songs on patriotic themes. Ideal for 

celebrating national holidays and special occa- 

sions or for performance any time during the year 


Lower Grades through Junior High, 418 pgs.; $4.00 
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Book Collections of 
Royalty-Free Plays for Young People 


STANDARD CLOTHBOUND EDITIONS 


Previously published and 
still popular! 


Junrton Piays ror ALL Occasions ** 
by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen. Lower and 
Middle Gr 576 pages; $5.00 
Piays ror Livinc AND LEARNING®Y 
by Helen Louise Miller. Lower and Middle Gr. 
312 pages; $3.50 
3LUE-RiBpBON PLAYS FOR GIRLS ¥ 
ed. by Sylvia E. Kamerman Lower Gr. through 
High School 359 pages; $4.00 
Unrrep Nations PLays AND PrRoGRAMs*® 
by Aileen Fisher and Olive Rabe. Lower Grades 
through High School 285 pages; $3.50 
Suort Piays ror Ati-Boy Castrs*¥ 
by Vernon Howard. Middle Grades and Junior 
High 186 pages; $3.00 
HeavTuH AND Sarety PLAYS AND 
PROGRAMS ** 
by Aileen Fisher. Lower and Middle Grades. 
267 pages; $3.50 
One-Act Piays ror Avit-Girt Casts*¥ 
by Marjorie Paradis. Jr. and Sr. High. 
193 pages: $3.00 
Twenty-Five Piays ror Houipays** 
by Mildred Hark and Noel MeQueen. Jr. and 
Sr. High 439 pages; $4.00 
Hoxtmay Procrams ror Boys anp GIRLs*¥ 
by Aileen Fisher. Lower and Middle Gradea. 
374 pages; $3.50 
LirrLe Piays ror Litre PLayers** 
ed. by Sylvia E. Kamerman. Lower Grades. 
335 pages: $3.50 
Hoxuimpay PLtays ror Teen-AGers*¥ 
by Helen Louise Miller. Jr. and Sr. High. 
355 pages; $4.00 
Mopern Comepies ror YOUNG PLAYERS*® 
by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen. Jr. and 
Sr. High 373 pages; $4.00 
PLAaYs FOR GREAT OcCAsIONS®¥ 
by Graham DuBois. Jr. and Sr. High. 
371 pages; $3.50 
Curistmas PLiays ror YounG Actrors** 
ed. by A. 8. Burack. Lower Grades through High 
School 308 pages; $3.50 
tapio PLays ror YouNnG Propie*¥ 
by Walter Hackett. Jr. and Sr. High. 
277 pages; $3.75 
100 Plays ror CHILDREN *® 
ed. by A. 8. Burack. Lower and Middle Grades. 
886 pages; $5.00 
Own Stace ror Teen-AGERs**¥ 
by Helen Louise Miller. Jr. and Sr. High. 
432 pages; $4.00 
CAREER Piays ror YOUNG PgeorLge*¥ 
by Samuel 8. Richmond. Jr. and Sr. High. 
341 pages; $3.50 
Speciat Piays ror Spectat Dars*# 
by Mildred Hark and Noel MeQueen. 
Grades through Jr. High 


Middle 
397 pages; $3.75 





* Listed in the Booklist of the A.L.A 
w Wilson Standard Catalog Cards Available 


~% PLAYS, INC., Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 














